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"Brown, Like Your Briefcase" 
Photography by Kurt Bullock 
Fo r w ar d  
A n  o ld  nan  i s  t he  pe r sona  o f  T .S .  E l i o t ' s  poem 
"Ge ron t i on" .  He  r e f l e c t s  upon  h i s  l i f e  and  expe r i en ce s  a s  
h i s  d a ys  g row sho r t e r .  T hese  med i t a t i ons  a r e ,  a s  E l i o t  
p u t s  i t ,  "a  w i lde rne s s  o f  m i r ro r s . "  
Seve ra l  s t uden t s  a t  Tay lo r  Un ive r s i t y  ha ve  a l so  
l ooked  i n to  t he  expe r i ence s  and  i n s igh t s  o f  t h e i r  l i v e s  
and  have  r e f l e c t e d  them  i n  t he  mi r ro r s  o f  poe t ry  and  s ho r t  
f i c t i on .  Th i s  ed i t i on  o f  Pa rna s s us  i s  t he  g r ound  upon  
wh ich  a  w i lde rne s s  o f  m i r ro r s  g r ow s .  
Mu ch  t ime  and  e f fo r t  h a s  gone  i n to  t he  g r o wth  and  
deve lopmen t  o f  t h i s  e d i t i on .  We  w i sh  t o  thank  t hose  
s t uden t s  who  con t r i bu t ed  t he i r  works  a nd  a l so  Dr .  B eu l ah  
Bake r ,  Dr .  J e s s i c a  P . cus s i l ow ,  and  Mr .  Dav id  D ick e y  w ho  
j udged  t he  l i t e r a ry  con t e s t  t h i s  J anua r y .  
I ,  and  t he  o the r  m em b er s  o f  t h i s  yea r ' s  s t a f f  -  M an d y  
Ca rp e n t e r ,  H e a the r  Ha l t e rman ,  T roy  K idde r ,  Lome  Mook ,  and  
Da ve  Ra r i c k  -  wi sh  t o  ex t en d  s pec i a l  app rec i a t i on  t o  
adv i so r .  Dr .  Ken  Swan ,  and  s ec r e t a ry  and  t yp i s t ,  Rhonda  
G r e t i l l a t .  
We  h o p e  y o u  en joy  Pa rna s s us  1986  a nd  can  s ee  
r e f l e c t i ons  o f  you r  own  e xpe r i e nc e  i n  t h i s  W i lde rne s s  o f  
M i r ro r s .  
Roche l l e  Man o r  
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THERAPEUTIC  CREA TIV ITY  
You  wan t  t o  wr i t e  
Some th ing  abou t  t he  t en senes s  
i n  you r  shou lde r s  
and  t he  t i gh tne s s  i n  you r  t h roa t  
You  wan t  t o  s ha r e  
w i th  t h e  pape r  som e  s ense  
o f  y o u r  f r u s t r a t i on  
You  wan t  t o  l e t  i t  ou t ;  
m ak e  t he  pape r  ab so rb  
t he  p r e s su re  a s  you  
p r e s s  t h e  p en —fo rc i n g  t he  i nk  t o  f l ow  i n  t h i ck  smea r s  
You  wan t  t o  
bu t  words  don ' t  come  
Somehow,  t hey  s t op  a t  you r  e lbow 
You  push  and  p u sh  
You  wan t  t o  wr i t e  
Some th ing  abou t  t he  t en senes s  
i n  you r  shou lde r s  
and  t i gh tne s s  i n  you r  t h ro a t  
bu t  n o t  even  t e a r s  e scape .  
Rocbe l l e  Manor  
9 
I t '  s  qu i e t .  
I  wa t ch  he r  w re s t l e  w i th  he r  c ove r s  and  t hen  he r  f e e t  poke  
t h rou g h  and  t he  t oe s  w igg l e .  
The  r a i n  i s  l e a k ing  on  t he  e a r t h  and  
I  am c l e an  and  so f t  i n s ide .  
The  l i gh t  i s  humming  and  I  hea r  my  h ea r t  t h r a sh ing  i n s ide  my  
b r a in .  
The  cha i r  c r acks  a s  I  move  and  t he  c lock  
adds  a  d ig i t .  
S l eep  i s  e igh t  f e e t  aw ay  and  f i ve  f e e t  up  
unde r  t he  c l ean  shee t s  and  t he  c roche t ed  a fghan .  
Thank  God  
f o r  my  l i t t l e  room w i th  wa r mth  and  s ecu r i t y  and  books  
f i l l ed  w i th  knowledge .  
Th i s  p e n  i s  a  mi r ac l e  
and  God  pu t  m e  he r e .  
Lau ra  Kroesen  
1 0  
St i l l ne s s ;  
S t i l l ne s s  o f  r e s t ,  
knowing ,  
be ing .  
Wi th in .  
The  m i dd l e .  
R a c i ng  t h o u g h t s .  
End l e s s  ch a t t e r .  
Mean ing l e s s  mo t ion .  
Qu ie t !  
E n t e r  ou r  r e s t .  
Fea r  pe rvades .  
Your  hand .  Love?  
Ex t ens ion .  
Recep t i on .  
S t i l l ne s s  o f  
r e s t  
knowing ,  
b e i n g .  
Qu ie tne s s  o f  l ove .  
P h i l i p  B .  T ay lo r  
1 1  
CRASH!  Wen t  t h e  g l a s s  
On  t he  f l oo r  n ea r  t h e  f r on t  
Of  t h e  room 
Where  eve ry on e  e a t s .  
I n  an  i n s t an t  
Th ey  l ook  and  s t a r e  and  l augh -
In  t he  n ex t  i t ' s  fo rgo t t en -
A t h ing  o f  t h e  pa s t .  
B u t  f o r  she  who  d ropp ed  
Those  g l a s se s  and  b roke  t h em  
T he  mom e n t  l i v e s  on— 
( longe r  t han  fo r  t he  mo men t s  she  t r udged  up  t he  s t a i r s  
r ed  i n  t h e  f ace  away  f r o m t he  c rowd) -
Fo reve r  s ea r ed  i n  he r  memory .  
Wendy  L .  Ru the r fo rd  
1 2  
I KNOW NOT 
whar is god 
asked 
the boy 
i don't know 
said 
his toy 
do he lov me 
asked 
the boy 
i know not 
said 
his toy 
dadde beats me 
said 
the boy 
yes i know 
said 
his toy 
why toy why 
asked 
the boy 
i know not 
said 
his toy 




yes i know 
said 
the boy 








1 3  
Toge the r  
I n  y o u r  eye s  I  s ee  t he  t h ings  I ' v e  l ooked  fo r  
The  spa rk l e  t ha t  sh ine s  ou t  f rom de e p  w i th in  
I  ga z e  t h ro u g h  open  w indows  t ha t  r evea l  t o  me  
The  beau ty  o f  t h e  p r e sence  t ha t  I 'm  i n  
In  my  m ind  I  r em in i s ce  abou t  you  
F rom t r e a su r e d  me mor i e s  w i th in  m y  h ea r t  
I  f e e l  t h e  g low  o f  l i f e  t ha t  now s u r r ounds  u s  
Wi t h  s t r eng th  t h a t  r e a s su re s  we ' l l  neve r  pa r t  
I n  t he  n igh t  w e  l augh  and  l ove  t o g e t h e r  
The  moon l igh t  p roud ly  da nc i ng  on  you r  ha i r  
And  no  one  e l s e  c ou ld  eve r  qu i t e  imag ine  
The  m a g ic  i n  t he  mo men t s  t h a t  we  sh a r e  
Dona ld  Wayne  Heco x  
14 
Wai t i ng .  
Ach ing  emp t ine s s ,  
f i l l ed  w i t h  a  sc r eam 
o f  l one l i ne s s .  
You  t ouch  my  s he l l .  
You  s ee  me .  
L i s t en !  
D o  you  no t  hea r ?  
I  hea r  no t h i ng  e l s e .  
H id ing .  
W a i t i ng .  
Mus t  I  con fe s s?  
( L i e s ) .  
A l l  i s  we l l .  
You  smi l e .  
I  sm i l  e .  
Depa r tu r e .  
Em pt ine s s ,  
f i l l e d  w i t h  a  sc r eam 
o f  l one l i ne s s .  
W a i t i ng .  
Ph i l i p  D .  Ta y l o r  
1 5  
I n  p l ex ig l a s s  homes  
One  c an  a f fo rd  t o  t h row  s t ones  
w i th  t i n t ed  windows  
Pau l  A l fo rd  
16 
Dear Cover Girl 
All my life, I've wanted to look like you 
I used your creams, but my zits came back 
I did your exercises, but I still have a tummy bulge 
I tried your aloe hair remover, but my legs still 
resemble indoor/outdoor carpeting 
I used your polish, but my stubby nails still split and 
crack 
I stroked and dabbed blush and highlighter, but I still 
don't look "sun-kissed" 
I blended lavendar shadows on my lids, but my father 
asked who socked me 
All my life, I had wanted to look like you 
Until yesterday 
at 5:38 p.m. 
At 5:36 my mom used you to line the bird cage 
Rochelle Manor 
1 7  
I n t ens i t y .  Wh a t  a  cu t e  word !  
He  s ays  t ha t  i s  me  and  t ha t  i s  why  I  s ca r e .  
Bu t  d i d  no t  ou r  Ch r i s t  l i v e  i n t ense ly?  
Did  no t  He  em bo d y  g r ea t  power  and  f o r ce?  
He  d i d .  H o oray  He  d i d !  
T o  s ay  I  h o l d  i n t e ns i t y  i s  a  r emarkab l e  G i f t !  
L i f e  i s  no t  a  me l low  wa lk  bu t  a  l e ap ing ,  r u sh ing ,  r unn ing  r i sk .  
An y th ing  l e s s  wou ld  be  a  s t i f l i ng  s t r eam 
t ha t  dams  be h i nd  t he  ro ck s  and  deaden  l ogs .  
An  i l l u s i on  o f  s ec u r i t y  l i e s  wa l lowing  i n  t ha t  s t r e am.  
I n t ens i t y  g r abs  a  sp l a s h  o f  wa t e r ,  
s c r eams  w i th  de l i gh t ,  
and  r e s t s  peace fu l l y  i n  t he  Cros s  o f  L i f e .  
L a u ra  Kroesen  
1 8  
Force s  
Dogs  cha s ing  a i r p l a ne s  
Bed r idden  b r ea the r s  b lowing  w ea th e r  
Vanes  :  Va in  
Madm en  a c t i ng  s ane  
Haugh ty  ho r se s  hand l i ng  d r i ve r s '  
Re in s  :  Re ign  
S words  w ie ld ing  doub l e - e dge d  men  
Pape r  pa r c hm e n t  p u sh i n g  s c r i bne r ' s  
Pen  :  Pen ned  
Th en  
Dogs  w i l l  r e s t  a s  pa t i en t s '  p a t i en t  pe t s  
Madm en  w i l l  d i r e c t i on  f i nd  i n  d i r ec t i ng  
ho r s e s  
S words  w i l l  be  l i ngua l  and  p i e r ce  t h e  
hea r t s  
Dogs  
Madmen  
S words  t oge the r :  ha rml e s s  f o r ce s .  
Lom e  Mook  
1 9  
Su l l en  f ace  
S e nse l e s s  emo t ion  
G i f t s  r ece ived  
Thank s  unspoken  
Tu rned  f a ce  
S igh t l e s s  eyes  
Ha rd  hea r t  
Muf f l ed  c r i e s  
P r aye r s  an s w ered  
B lank  exp r e s s ion  
Se l e c t ed  words  
Las t i ng  i mp re s s i o n  
Senso r i e s  u se l e s s  
Fee l i ngs  dead  
Look in g  back  
Runn i n g  ahead  
He lp  o f f e r e d  
Dese r t ed  c ry -
Sad  s i gh t  
T ea r s  d ry  
Ques t i ons  unasked  
Answer s  g iven  
Obv ious  f a i l u r e  
Se l f  de r i s i on  
Bene f i cen t  hand  
S l i pp ing  back  
L i t t l e  gu i l t  
Sa t an  a t t a c k  
Fa l s e  f r on t  
Smi l e  n i c e  
On e  chance  
G iven  tw ice  
Mi r ro r  r e f l e c t i on  
Avo i d i ng  s e l f  
Whe re ' s  God?  
Dus ty  she l f .  
K imbe r ly  Y .  Smi th  
2 0  
Sad  P reache r  Na i l ed . . .  *  
So o n  t hey ' l l  c ome  f o r  me  
S t e e l  and  hemp  
Wi l l  I  f e e l  
Wi l l  my  i n t e s t i ne s  c r awl  
o r  l a ugh  and  smi l e ,  
my  mou th  t h a t  i s ,  
L ike  ga s .  
Or  w i l l . .  .  w i l l  I . . .  
Denounce?  
Y eah ,  I  h ea r  you  g r i nd  you r  Va t i c an  t e e t h ,  
Thou  Pe t e r - impos t e r .  
Too  bad ,  y ou  t h ink ,  t ha t  
we  c ann o t  a l l  i gno r a n t  be  
a nd  b l i s s fu l .  
Foo l .  K ing  m a y  e ' en  bow 
Bu t  you ,  a l a s ,  a r en ' t  ab so lu t e .  
Abso lu t i on ,  be  i t  known .  
Comes  f r om  
a  h ighe r  Grace ,  you r  G ra ce .  
Then  he r e  I  sha l l  a f f i x  my  hope .  
Wi th  s t e e l  and  sp ik e  
my  pa r chmen t  hang ,  a s  i f  m y  hands  and  f e e t .  
My n i ne ty - f i ve  
and  l e t  th em  
l e t  t he m come .  
Pau l  A l fo rd  
2 1  
TIME 
Su mmer  s un se t s  
A u tumn  t r e e s  
Sp r ing t ime  ro se s  
Win t e r ' s  f r e eze  
The  c l ock  now t i ck s  t he  minu t e s .  
Days  s l i p  s i l en t l y  by .  
Once  a  c a r e f r ee  ch i l d ,  
Bu t  soon  ou r  t im e  t o  d i e .  
Summer  s unse t s  
Au tumn  t r e e s  
Sp r ing t ime  ro se s  
Win t e r ' s  f r e eze  
To  d r eams  s t i l l  un fu l f i l l ed  
The  yea r s  have  s hu t  t he  d o o r .  
T ime ,  j u s t  l i k e  a  r i ve r  f l ows .  
I s  gone  f o r e ve r  more .  
L inda  Brubake r  





in a frivolous, flirty sort of way. 
I wish to make you happy 
to bring a smile to your face 
and a song to your lips 
But 
it seems, lately, 
that my efforts pass by you 
You continue to live 
in your negative, 
self-centered wcrld 
without caring 
that I try to hard 
to let you see 
the good side 
Feeling pretty-
Do you notice? 
Rochelle Manor 
23 
I  SEE PEOPLE 
I  s ee  peop l e ,  ha rd ,  co ld  and  m ean  
Bad  a t t i t udes ,  na s ty ,  i nd ignan t ;  no t  c l e an  
Lo rd  p l ea se  f o rg ive  me  he l p  me  t o  s e e  
Wha t  t hey  a l l  need  i s  wha t  You 've  g iven  me  
He lp  me  t o  s ee  wha t  t he y  h id e  
The i r  hu r t  a s  i t ' s  gua r ded  by  p r i de  
The i r  l one l i ne s s  shown  t h rou g h  i nd i f f e r ence  
In secu r i t y  b o t t l ed  i n  de f ens e  
I  s ee  peo p l e  w i th  bod i e s  de fo rm ed  
T he i r  speech  i s  impeded ;  t hey  a r en ' t  w i t h  t he  n o rm 
I  t r y  ha r d  t o  s ee  w h y  t he se  t h ings  a r e  a l l  caused  
H ow s i n  h a s  opp re s sed ;  man ' s  t aken  t he  l o s s  
I 'm  c ry ing  i n s id e  o f  my  m ind  
S oc i e ty  l e a ve s  th em  beh ind  
Dy ing  so  s l owly  i n  pa in  
Fee l i ng  t he i r  l i ve s  a r e  i n  va i n  
I  s ee  ch i l d r en  work ing  a t  p l ay  
Taugh t  t o  r e s i s t  t o  con fo rm and  obey  
Neve r  t o  ques t i on  o r  a  s econd  t im e  l ook  
To  d r aw  t o  t h e  Fa t h e r  o r  r e ad  f rom Hi s  book  
The  wo r ld  i s  consuming  t he i r  be i ng  
Bu t  t o  i t ' s  p r a i s e s  t he y  s i ng  
Choos ing  a  p l an  so  i n sane  
In s t ead  o f  a  l ove  so  un fe igned .  
Robe r t  R o t t e t  
2 4  
Perspective 
Stars blind by the sun 
Streams drowned in the sea 
Breeze caught in the wind 
Time lost to eternity 
Seldom changeless 
Never new 
Two now are as one 
Found since they were led 
Think now of the end 
Beginning you'll find instead 
Donald Wayne Hecox 
25 
Egoman iac  
He  s t r u t s  down  s t r e e t s  t h a t  some  on ly  wa lk ,  
c u t s  t h rough  a l l e y s  d a rk ,  l i t  on ly  
by  bu t t s  o f  c i ga r e t t e s  d r opp ing  
f  rom 
w indows  
i n  
n ine  
s t o ry  
ho l e s  
whe re  
smoke r s  s i t  and  s i t  and  s i t .  
Lome  Hook  
2 6  
IGNIS FAATUS 
Her eyes that shown 
with other than earthly light 
I soon would find 
was due to tinted contacts. 
A padded bra 
no sin to herself 
But what of mankind? 
Those very same eyes 
The azure of a cerebral sky 
held together 
by Noah's pitch 
The Femme Fatal e 
Has backfired. 
Paul Alford 
2 7  
I nd iv idua l  Cr o w d :  
The  f a l l en  he roe s  
c ru shed  on  t he  g round  
b r o k en  and  b l eed ing  
j u s t  l ook  a t  the m d i e  
t he  p a s t  a  f r a i l  r e fuge  
t he  p r e sen t  none x i s t e n t  
t h e  f u tu r e  unne rv ing  
j u s t  l ook  a t  them  d i e  
t he  dead  on es  w i t h  open  eye s  
p a s s ing  e x i s t e nc e  w i th  no  c a r e  
l i v ing  i n  a  wor ld  w i t h  n o  l ove  
j u s t  l ook  a t  the m d i e  
a  wor ld  o f  he roe s ,  c r av ing  r ecogn i t i on  
a  wor ld  o f  masks ,  e ach  an  im i t a t i on  
a  wor ld  o f  sou l s ,  dy ing  f o r  a t t en t i on  
j u s t  l ook  a t  u s  d i e  
K .  Knu th  
2 8  
Jus t i c e  
Spo i l ed  c h i l d r e n  i n  b l u e -
j e an - ind i f f e r  en ce -
b rown-eyed -mask  
on  a  
da rk  
decembe r  
morn ing  
wh i spe r s  o f  
l ove  
i nnocen t -pound ing -pa in  
a s  
s ma l l  
f r ag i l e  f i nge r s  
s c r ape  
wh i t e  f rom b l ack  
p l e a se  s t and fo r . . .  
" I  p l edge  a l l i eg an ce  t o  
t he . . .  
i n  
summe r  swea t - f i l l ed  s t ench  
"S to p ,  daddy  i t  h u r t s . . .  
Mary .  
Pay  a t t en t i o n .  
" and  j u s t i c e  f o r  a l l . . .  
D ave  Ra r i ck  
2 9  
The calico kitten 
winds its way 
through the shelves 
leaving a trail of prints 
The flick of a tail 
scatters dust 
as if a bomb had dropped, 
but the particles soon settle 
in new places. 
Rochelle Manor 
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Face of Porcelain 
A tear drop 
running down a blackened beach 
pebbled with red stones and 
later swept clean and marred by coloured rainbows. 
A sob 
shaken loose from an upside-down box 
held in a hairy hand 
trembling with terminal tremors. 
A shout 
from the next room and 
a lamp smashing into a scream. 
A thud of fist stopping the scream. 
Remembering... 
A woman 
seated in a wooden chair looking out 
of a window with stains above 
cracked linoleum and yellow peeling paint. 
Despair 
has turned her into porcelain 
and the pieces keep falling 
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The cool breeze bathes me in 
cut grass, evergreen, and dusk coolness 
Dusk is yet an hour away 
but the breeze carries a trace 
of night crispness 
Longing to be away 
away from my thoughts 
but I cannot force myself 
from, this spot 
Trapped in the doorway 
Entranced by the echo of 
the hum beyond the fields 
Chained by ny pen 
to this paper 
Mesmerized by the currents 
of summer air 
Rochelle Manor 
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COMPLAINT TO A FLEA 
I said to the flea on my knee, 
"Please tell me what you see; 
Am I a cat, so you think that 
You'll get a free meal from me? 
Go and wander back out yonder; 
I have a cow, I tell you now. 
His blood is rich; he needs an itch 
And I'll be happy if you switch. 
So get along little flea; 
Get you body off of me. 
My clothes are heavy, so I hate 
The added burden of your weight." 
The flea just looked at me to see 
Why I spoke so foolishly, 
"Does he think I understand— 
Me a flea, and him a man? 
I know nothing of a cow. 
No matter what he tells me now. 
His words don't mean a thing to me; 
I cannot reason humanly." 
And so the flea bit my knee 
And then jumped off happily. 
Can it be that this flea 




RETURN OF THE FLEA 
While I was sitting, eating pie. 
The flea came back and brought a fly. 
I know fleas; they do as they please. 
But worse are flies who like my pies. 
The flea just sat on my shoulder to look 
And see how much of my pie the fly took. 
Now I have seen flies both big and small— 
When they walk, they leave no track at all. 
But this little fly was unusually weird; 
I noticed as soon as my plate he cleared. 
Leaving only a crumb, the flea thought it dumb 
Not to go down himself and have some. 
By then I had an empty plate. 
And felt inside my rising hate. 
This flea has made a fool of me. 
What's more, he brought a fly to see. 
So he cannot think like me, says he. 
Whether that's true or not, we'll see. 
I went out back to my tool rack, 
And then came back with a plan of attack. 
"I'll get these little bugs," I said. 
"I will not stop until they're dead." 
And so, with this, I made my oath, 
Took my flyswatter—got 'em both. 
Kevin Moritz 
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Spoiled Fruit on Mount Parnassus 




love loving love 
god 
2. The second muse 
J oy : J oy 
circumstance : need distance 
my escape : new landscape 
need distance : circumstance 
joy : joy 










ting for something to not occur, no­
thing to occur. 






The sixth muse 
C-OODMESS 
the presence of 
the absence of 
evil: of 
god 
The seventh muse 
I 
am new every morning; 
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Great 
is my faith when 
Full. 
8. The eighth muse 
Shining, sharpened sickles idle in grain 
Water-wanting wastelands knowing no rain 
No mighty waves to stir the sea 
No probing depths of you and of me 
Gentleness 
9. The ninth muse 
Self-controller: 
Against me there is no law 
I'm the only 
Parnassus 




I ' m  f a l l i ng  a s l eep  
T h i s  l e c t u r e ' s  t oo  deep  
My  b r a in  i s  so  f r i ed  
I  f e e l  l i ke  I ' v e  d i e d  
My ey e l i d s  f a l l  shu t  
C l a s s ,  I  shou ld ' ve  cu t  
I  j u s t  w i sh  he ' d  s t op  
Or  move  ahead  t h a t  s l ow  c l ock  
I ' m  go ing  i n t o  n i rv an a  
Wake  me  up  some t ime  manana  
J enn i f e r  D i l l e r  
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Gra f f i t i  
Fo r  a  good  
Les  Boys  r u l e !  
Cos t e l l o  i s  King  
Scha fe lmann '  s  D e l i  
Homeboys  Anonymous  
T im  Ba r th  i s  
C h a r l i e  w as  
Mar i a  w i l l  be  
You  c an ' t  
so  many  p r eache r s  
so  m any  aud i ence  
Pau l  A l fo rd  
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And  Brown ,  L ik e  Your  B r i e f ca se ,  R o l l  Our  Minds  
Bu t  s o f t l y  b r e a ks  t h rough  yonde r  j aws  
Such  w o rd s !  I ndeed !  and  
A  f o r  t he  co u r s e  f o r  
anyone  who  can  t e l l  me  
Of  honey  d r i p s  t he  s i l ve r  c oa t e d  t a s t e  buds  
T r ipp ing ly  s k ip s  o ' e r  ba se r  words  
T 'we re  no t  mee t  f o r  such  
Good  s t u f f  
Rena i s s a nc e  embod ied  t o  ha ve  t o  do l e  ou t  
wo n d ro u s  ph ra se s ,  and  t o  such  do l t s  
a s  we .  
Mo ne y  cou ld  ne ' e r  be  enough  
i n  paym en t  a s  a  l ook  f r o m one ,  e ' en  one  o f  
en l i gh t enmen t  
You  o ld  s r ooo thy  
Pau l  A l fo rd  
4 0  
Unt i t l ed  ve r s e  o f  f r u s t r a t i on  
An ge r  . . .  
mor e  t han  t ha t  
ange r  t h a t  o n ce  wa s  l ove  
t h ings  have  changed  
more  t h an  I  had  imag ined  
t he se  peop l e  have  c ha nge d  
so  m uch  i t  hu r t s ,  i t  k i l l s  
bu t  i t  w i l l  no t  k i l l  
o r  so  I  t hough t  
K .  Knu th  
4 1  
LIKE WE WERE 
Sometimes I wonder what ever went wrong 
Just when our friendship was growing so strong 
You were one of few close friends 
You were there trying to comprehend 
Comprehend me? What a laugh 
Why everyone knows I can't even do that 
At least you cared and that meant so much 
The sound of your voice would warm me right up 
Warm me up when I felt so cold 
When I felt empty inside and so all alone 
Then one day it slipped from our hands 
Slipped through our fingers just like sand 
Maybe the friendship became something more 
Something we weren't quite ready for 
I'm not really sure what got in the way 
But I regret losing my friend to this very day 
Maybe one day we'll be close once mere 
Close like we were once before 
Kristine Bailey 
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Li t t l e  w i l d  f l ower  
su r ro unded  by  b igge r ,  b r i gh t e r  co u s in s  
L i t t l e  w i l d  f l ower  
s m i l i ng  back  a t  t he  sunsh ine  
s t an d i n g  s t r a i gh t  aga in s t  t he  r a i n  
su rv iv ing  s t o rms  o f  w ind  and  ha i l  
L i t t l e  w i ld  f l ower  
s t r e t ch ing  t o  i t s  l im i t  
s i l ve r  b ead s  o f  dewy  pe r sp i r a t i on  ga the r  a s  i t  
s t r a i n s  t o  g r ee t  t he  m orn ing  
Un t i l  one  day  
L i t t l e  w i ld  f l owe r  
sna t che d  by  a  l a rge  s t r ong  hand  
sn i f f ed ,  s t r oked ,  
and  d ropped  
a t  t he  s i de  o f  t he  pa th .  
Roche l l e  Manor  
4 3  
W HO IS  i e  ££  UiE  J U D G E?  
I n  my  e a r  s i ngs  a  me lody .  
The  O the r ,  he  s co rns  no i s e .  
My e a r s  do  no t  hea r  a s  t he  o t h e r  man ' s  he a r .  
Who  i s  t o  say  wh ich  i s  de a f ?  
I n  my  s i gh t  b l oom s  a  f l ower .  
The  O the r ,  he  v i ew s  a  w eed .  
My  eye s  do  no t  s ee  a s  t he  o the r  man ' s  s ee .  
Who  i s  t o  say  wh ich  i s  b l i nd?  
My t ongue  f l ow s  w i th  l ove .  
The  O the r ,  he  u t t e r s  ha t e .  
My mou th  does  no t  s pe a k  a s  t he  o t he r  m an ' s  speaks .  
Who  i s  t o  sa y  wh ich  i s  mu t e?  
My mind  r e ca l l s  t he  happ ine s s .  
The  O the r ,  he  r emember s  p a in .  
My t hough t s  a r e  no t  a s  t he  o t h e r  man ' s  a r e .  
Who  i s  t o  s ay  wh ich  i s  mad?  
My h ea r t  ho ld s  t he  hope  o f  t he  f u tu r e .  
T he  O the r ,  he  f e e l s  pa s t ' s  f a i l u r e s .  
My h ea r t  do es  no t  bea t  a s  t he  o t h e r  man ' s  be a t s .  
Who  i s  t o  say  wh ich  i s  dead?  
L inda  Brubake r  
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Ophe l i a  Among  t h e  Tuppe r  Ware  P a r t i e s  
A l awnmc w e r  i n  i t ' s  unca r i ng  wake  
Has  l e f t  a  da i sy ,  o r  a  p r imros e ,  f r e sh ly  s cy t hed  
To  l i e  un rega rded  
Sen t imen t a l  on ly  
G ro w n  t o  ma tu r i t y ,  so  i t  t hough t ,  
bu t  
I t  was  no t  r e ady  
De w d r i p s  down  t he  s t em  
s o  noncha l an t l y  
I t  was  b u t  a  w o rd  
Pau l  A l fo rd  
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empirical minds beware 
Infinite thoughts , One mind 
Infinite minds , One thought 
A trillion years , The blinking of a single eye 
unimaginable warmth , unimaginable cold 
unimaginable darkness in the blinding light 
unimaginable 
all matter , all conceivable amounts of nothing 
the essence of the beginning , and of the end 
all words and all thoughts 
chaos ? 
"Let There Be Light ..." 
K. Knuth 
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" L ET T H E R E  BE  L IGHT"  
Fog  b rood i ng  o v e r  wa t e ry ,  wa r b l i ng  s h r i e k s  o f  s i l ence  
Gashes  go lden  Lamb- l i g h t .  F l eece  c l o u d s  f i rmamen t - f i l l i ng  
D r i f t  a way .  Sea s  g l i t t e r i ng  ebb  and  f l ow  t o  sho re s  t h r i l l i ng  
In  t he  f r e shnes s ;  com e ,  go ,  bu t  a lways  s t ay  — de f y  t en se .  
Ga rd en s  c onc e i ve d  i n  t he  b lue  ocean ' s  womb  
Grow l u sh  t hough  no  heaven - sen t  l amp- l i gh t ;  sou rce  
Unknown ,  t h e  g rowin g  g rows .  L i f e  s c r e am s  f rom t he  f o r c e  
T o  s i l ence  t h e  fu ry  now s i nk ing ,  su lk ing  i n  t he  tomb .  
T he  e a s t  sk i e s  wa i t  f o r  t he  ma iden  t o  awake .  
Sh e ' s  coming !  Look  c l o s e  a l l  c r e a t e d  fo r  t he  l a s s - l i gh t—Oh!  
Sh e  b lu sh es  i n  f r e sh  emba r r a s smen t ' s  peek .  F r i gh t ?  No ,  
Bu t  t h e  s i gh t  o f  he r  s e e ing  shou ld  make  you  r e spec t i ng  sh ak e .  
r e spec t fu l  f r i gh t  
Lome  Mook  
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t h e  f i na l  a c t  
sh ak y  hands  -  i t  f l o w s  t on i gh t  
no t  so  f r e e ly  a s  i t  mi gh t  
y e t  swee t l y  s t i l l  
i t  s lowly  sp i l l s  
f rom t he  i nne r  f i gh t  
t he  i n n e r  man  
i s  n o t  a t  peace  
bu t  t h rough  t h i s  a c t  
he  f i nds  r e l e a se  
s e l f  s ac r i f i c e  
t on igh t  
K .  Knu th  
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Death laughs as loud as you 
but at least he flosses 





And mortals many 
Embrace the Grim Sower 
"Papa, must we?" 
Yes, dear child, the journey calls 
We must, for if we don't 
We'll get nowhere 
Paul Alford 
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T H E  CHARCOAL PENCIL  A N D  
THE SOMEWHAT BEIG E SKETCHING PAD 
H i s  mo the r  w as  adaman t  upon  wh i t e  on  b l ack .  The  man  who  he  
a cc iden t a l l y  pushed  i n t o  t he  m ud  pudd l e  t ha t  one  r a i ny  Wednesday  
a f t e r noon  s t r ong ly  sugges t ed  b l ack  on  wh i t e .  No t  ag r ee i ng  w i th  
e i t h e r  one  and  hav ing  no  s t r ong  i nc l i na t i on  o f  h i s  o wn  e i t he r  way ,  
he  dec ided  on  a  compromise .  So  t he  a r t i s t  p i c ke d  up  h i s  cha rcoa l  
pen c i l  and  b ru s hed  o f f  h i s  somewha t  be ige  ske t ch ing  pad  and  
p r epa red  t o  d raw  h i s  s e l f -po r t r a i t .  
A s  he  s a t  so l i t a r i l y  i n  t he  b r i gh t l y  l i t  room he  gen t l y  l a i d  
t he  t i p  o f  h i s  cha r coa l  penc i l  on  h i s  somewh a t  be ige  ske t ch ing  
pad .  He  g r a c e fu l l y  s t r oked  t he  f i r s t  l i ne s  o f  h i s  r i gh t  cheek .  
The  l i ne s  so f t l y  shape d  t he  ang l e s  o f  h i s  j aw  and  sub t l y  b l en d ed  
i n to  t h e  cu rve  o f  h i s  ch in .  The  l o v i n g  eyes  o f  h i s  m o t he r  smi l ed  
w i th  b o as t f u l  admi r a t i on ,  bu t  he  was  no t  p l ea se d  w i th  t h e  
l i ken es s .  As  h i s  cha r coa l  penc i l  g l i ded  ove r  h i s  somewha t  be ige  
ske t ch ing  pad ,  he  cou ld  f e e l  t he  m an  who  he  a cc iden t a l l y  pushed  
i n to  t h e  mud  pudd l e  t ha t  one  r a i ny  Wed n esd ay  a f t e rnoon  l ook ing  
ove r  h i s  shou lde r .  T h e  a r t i s t  g r i ppe d  h i s  cha rc oa l  penc i l  more  
f i rm ly  and  h i s  l i ne s  became  b o l d e r .  The  s u b t l t y  o f  h i s  d r awing  
was  l o s t  t o  a  more  s eve re  t heme .  As  h e  began  t o  ske t ch  h i s  l e f t  
cheek ,  h i s  gen t l e  s t r okes  b ecame  f o r ce fu l  j e rk s .  The  man  w ho  he  
a cc id en t a l l y  pushed  i n t o  t he  mud  pudd l e  t ha t  one  r a i ny  Wednesday -
a f t e r noon  nodded  i n  ag reemen t ,  bu t  t h e  a r t i s t  d id  no t  r e cogn i ze  
t he  p i c t u r e .  H i s  sk i l l ed  f i nge r s  l ed  t he  cha rc oa l  penc i l  ove r  t h e  
so m ewha t  be ige  ske t c h ing  p ad  a s  t he  a r t i s t  i n t e r p r e t ed  t he  s l i gh t  
d ro op  i n  h i s  l e f t  eye ,  bu t  somehow t he  t r an s l a t i on  was  i nco r r ec t .  
H i s  mo the r  t o l d  h im  t h a t  i t  w as  m uch  t oo  sha rp  w h i l e  t he  man  who  
he  a cc iden t a l l y  pushed  i n to  t he  m ud  pudd l e  t ha t  one  r a i ny  
We dnesday  a f t e rnoon  t hough t  i t  w as  t oo  so f t .  The  a r t i s t  a g r e e d  
w i th  ne i t he r .  
F ru s t r a t ed ,  t he  a r t i s t  pu t  down  h i s  cha rc oa l  penc i l  and  h i s  
some wha t  be ige  sk e t ch i ng  p ad  a nd  wa lked  so l i t a r i l y  ac ro s s  t he  
b r i gh t l y  l i t  room.  He  s t opped  i n  f r on t  o f  t h e  mi r ro r  wh ich  hung  
be tween  t h e  p i c tu r e  o f  he  and  h i s  mo the r  and  t he  one  o f  he  and  h i s  
be s t  f r i end .  He  no t i c e d  t ha t  h i s  be s t  f r i end  h e ld  a  s t r i k ing  
r e s emb lance  t o  t h e  m an  who  h e  a c c i de n t a l l y  pushed  i n to  t he  mud  
pudd l e  t ha t  one  r a i ny  Wednesday  a f t e r noon .  He  wasn ' t  s u rp r i s ed .  
H e  had  o f t en  wo n de red  i f  he  was  r e a l l y  h i s  be s t  f r i end  anyway .  
Maybe  he  had  pushed  h i s  be s t  f r i end  i n to  a  m u d  pudd l e  some  r a i ny  
Wednesday  a f t e rnoon .  He  cou ldn ' t  r emember  f o r  c e r t a i n .  
The  a r t i s t  l ooked  i n  t he  m i r ro r .  T he  f i r s t  t h ing  he  n o t i c ed  
w as  h i s  swea t e r .  H i s  m o t he r  had  g iven  i t  t o  h im .  She  l oved  i t .  
He  ha t ed  i t .  She  s a id  t ha t  t he  wh i t e  wen t  we l l  w i t h  h i s  s k i n  
t one .  He  wore  i t  eve ry  Wednesday .  Then  he  n o t i c ed  t he  mud  s po t  
on  t he  s l e eve .  Tha t  had  happened  w h en  he  a cc i den t a l l y  pushed  t he  
man  i n to  t h e  mud  pudd l e  t ha t  one  r a i ny  Wednesday  a f t e rnoon .  The  
man  t o ld  h im  t ha t  he  d e se r v ed  i t ,  so  h e  d idn ' t  wash  i t  ou t .  
Then  t he  a r t i s t  l ooke d  a t  h i s  f a ce .  He  s t ud i ed  t he  
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p o in t ednes s  o f  h i s  l ong  nose  and  ho l l ownes s  u n d e r  h i s  h igh  s e t  
cheek  bone s .  H e  no t i c ed  h i s  de t ached  ea r l obes  and  t h i c k ,  da rk  
b row .  He  c l o sed  h i s  w i dese t  e ye s  l i gh t l y  and  g en t l y  p l aced  h i s  
hands  on  h i s  angu l a r  f a ce  and  me t i cu lous ly  ex p l o r ed  eve ry  de t a i l .  
As  he  s e a r ched ,  t he  sun  s l i pped  beh ind  a  c loud  a nd  t he  b r i gh t l y  
l i t  room became  d im .  Fo r  a  momen t  t h e  a r t i s t  t hough t  he  
r ecogn i zed  wha t  h i s  hands  w e re  s ee ing .  As  h e  opened  h i s  eyes ,  t he  
sun  r eap p ea red  and  a s  he  gazed  i n to  t he  mi r ro r  he  s aw  a  f ami l i a r  
f a ce ,  bu t  he  cou ldn ' t  r emember  whe re  he  had  s een  i t  be f o r e .  
Un insp i r ed ly ,  t he  a r t i s t  r e t u rn ed  so l i t a r i l y  ac r o s s  t he  
b r i gh t  room and  p i cked  u p  h i s  cha rcoa l  p en c i l  and  som ewha t  be ige  
ske t ch ing  pad .  Wi th  w i spy  waves  o f  t he  cha r coa l  he  added  ha i r  t o  
t he  f acade .  A s  h i s  mo the r  w a t ched  h im ,  she  i n f o r m ed  h im  t ha t  he  
was  mak ing  i t  t oo  da r k  and  coa r s e .  The  man  who  h e  a cc ide n t a l l y  
pushed  i n to  t he  mud  pudd l e  t ha t  one  r a i ny  Wedne sda y  a f t e rnoon ,  
howeve r ,  f e l t  t h a t  i t  was  on  t he  l i gh t  s i de  and  ab so lu t e ly  t o o  
f i ne .  The  a r t i s t  d idn ' t  know.  
R ea l i z i ng  t ha t  he  was  be c omi ng  r a t he r  wa rm,  t h e  a r t i s t  t ook  
o f f  t he  wh i t e  swe a t e r ,  t h a t  he  ha t ed ,  t h a t  h i s  m o t he r  h ad  g iven  t o  
h im ,  t h a t  he  wore  ev e ry  Wednesday ,  w i t h  t he  mud  on  t he  s l e eve  t ha t  
he  d idn ' t  w ash  o f f  because  t he  m an  who  he  a c c i de n t a l l y  pushed  i n to  
t he  mud  pudd l e  t h a t  one  r a i ny  Wed n esd ay  a f t e rnoon  t o ld  h im  he  
de se rved  i t .  T h en ,  d ec id ing  t ha t  he  was  s l e epy ,  t he  a r t i s t  t u rned  
o f f  t he  l i gh t  and  l a i d  down  i n  comple t e  da rknes s .  
As  he  l ay  t he r e ,  t he  a r t i s t  t hough t  deep ly  on  m any  t h ings ;  
some  e x t r e me ly  impor t an t  and  o t h e r s  i nc r e d i b l y  t r i v i a l .  As  he  
t houg h t ,  a  v i s i on  d rew  i t s e l f  i n  h i s  mind .  A t  f i r s t ,  he  d id  no t  
r e cog n i z e  t h e  f ace ,  bu t  a s  h e  s t ud i ed  i t ,  t he  r e a l i z a t i o n  t ha t  
t h i s  was  h i s  f a ce  came  ove r  h i m .  Qu ick ly ,  he  r an  a c ro s s  t he  
co mple t e ly  da rk  room and  t u rned  on  t he  l i gh t  so  t h a t  he  cou ld  d r aw  
t he  p i c tu r e ,  bu t  t h e  v i s i on  d i s a ppe a re d .  Broken  i n  de spa i r ,  he  
t u rne d  t he  l i g h t  o f f  once  aga in .  S lowly  t he  l i ne s  r e fo rmed ;  
s t r o ng  and  s t e rn  i n  some  p l ace s ,  y e t  meek  a nd  gen t l e  i n  o t he r s .  
The  f a ce  he l d  i den t i t y ,  t r ue  i d en t i t y .  The  a r t i s t  made  h i s  way  
t h rough  t he  da rkne s s  t o  whe re  h i s  cha r coa l  penc i l  and  s omewha t  
be i ge  s ke t ch in g  pa d  pa t i en t l y  s a t .  He  p i cked  up  h i s  cha rcoa l  
penc i l  c on f iden t l y  and  p l aced  h i s  somewha t  be ige  ske t ch ing  pad  
so l i d ly  on  h i s  l ap .  The  l i n e s  f l owed  f rom mind  t o  penc i l  t o  p ad .  
The  a r t i s t ,  v i ewing  no th in g  t ha t  was  be ing  c r ea t ed ,  s aw  eve ry  
de t a i l .  
When  h e  had  f i n i shed ,  t he  a r t i s t  p roud ly  d i sp l a yed  h i s  work  
be fo r e  h im .  H i s  mo the r  and  t he  m an  who  h e  a cc iden t a l l y  pushed  
i n to  t he  mud  pudd l e  t ha t  o ne  r a i ny  Wednesday  a f t e rnoon  we r e  l o s t  
i n  con fus ion .  H i s  m o the r  i n s i s t ed  t h a t  t h i s  v i s ag e  was  s i mp l y  t oo  
ev i l ,  wh i l e  t he  man  who  he  a cc iden t a l l y  pushed  i n to  t he  mud  pudd l e  
t ha t  one  r a i ny  W e dne s da y  a f t e rnoon  w as  conv inced  i t  was  t oo  k ind .  
The  a r t i s t  d i s ag reed  w i th  bo th  and  w as  p l ea sed  w i t h  t he  po r t r a i t .  
H e  ga zed  a t  i t  w i th  a  smi l e  and  con f iden t l y  r e p l i e d ,  "A  f a c e  i s  
some th ing  t ha t  y o u  have  wh en  you  a r e  no t  a l one . "  
L inda  Brubake r  
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A PREVIOUS REA LI TY  
Mark  w a lke d  dow n  t he  f am i l i a r  s t e e ly -b lue  co r r i do r  t owards  
t he  r e sea r ch  a r ea s  o f  t h e  bu i l d ing .  He  had  a  s l i gh t  f e e l i ng  o f  
app re he ns i on ,  bu t  one  wh ich  h e  t hough t  j u s t i f i e d  t he  b r a ve  p i c tu r e  
h e  ha d  o f  h i ms e l f  f o r  even  submi t t i ng  t o  such  a n  expe r imen t  a s  t he  
one  he  was  abou t  t o .  D ream  s c i en ce  h ad  b eco me  ve ry  ad van ced .  
I n j ec t i on  i n to  o the r s '  d r e a ms  w as  commonp l ace  now a s  f a r  a s  
f e a s i b i l i t y  w as  c once rned ,  bu t  mu l t i - l eve l  d r eams ,  s pec i f i c a l l y ,  
we re  a t  t h e  beg inn ing  s t age s  o f  r e s ea r ch .  Mark  hoped  t o  con t i nue  
i t s  deve lopmen t  by  be ing  t he  f i r s t  t o  con t ro l  o f  s e l f - excu r s ion  
i n to  a  f ou r th - l eve l  d r eam.  
As  he  nea r ed  t he  d o o r  t o  t he  l a rge  room whe re  t h e  expe r imen t  
wou ld  t ake  p l a c e ,  he  qu i ck l y  t ook  ou t  h i s  com b  and  r an  i t  t h rough  
h i s  ha i r .  He  had  g rown  qu i t e  fond  o f  t he  g i r l  he  h ad  been  w o rk i n g  
w i th .  The  c om bing  changed  no th ing ,  r e a l l y ,  exc e p t  h i s  
s e l f - con f idence  wh ich  t he  s im p le  a c t  somehow gave  h im  a s  he  wa s  
abou t  t o  s ee  C indy .  
He  s t opped  i n  f r on t  o f  t h e  s l i d ing  d o o r  t o  punch  i n  t he  
combina t i on ,  bu t  f i r s t  h e  waved  t o  t he  peop l e  he  saw  ove r  h i s  
s hou lde r  on  t he  ba l cony .  They  w e r e  a  va r i e t y  o f  peop l e ,  mos t  
hav i ng  s om e  s c i en t i f i c  t r a i n ing  o f  one  so r t  o r  ano t he r ,  a l l  
anx i ous  t o  obse rve  t he  ex p e r imen t .  Each  had  h i s  o r  he r  mon i to r  
r e ady ,  and  t h e  huge  obse rva to ry  w in d o w  had  b e en  r e cen t l y  c l e aned .  
Each  m on i to r  d i sp l ayed  a  c l o se -up  o f  t he  sub j ec t ' s  f a ce ,  a  g r aph  
showi ng  h i s  v i t a l  s i gns ,  and  a  h igh - r e so lu t i on  c ompu te r  g r aph i c  o f  
wha t  cou ld  b e  made  o f  t h e  sub j e c t ' s  d r eam.  I n s ide  t h e  room,  a n  
ove r head  e l e c t ron i c  d i s p l ay  exh ib i t ed  o t h e r  b i t s  o f  pe r t i nen t  
i n fo rma t ion ,  a l l  o f  wh ich  wou ld  a s s i s t  t he  obse rve r s  w h i l e  t a k i ng  
no t e s .  
" 13 ,  49 ,  27 . . . , "  Ma rk  began  mumbl ing  t o  h imse l f  a s  he  
r e ca l l ed  t he  c ombina t i on .  I n s t an t l y ,  t he  d o o r  s l i d  upward  and  he  
en t e r ed  t he  room.  
C indy ,  hea r i ng  t he  suc t i on  above  t he  doo rway ,  t u rned  and  
c a ugh t  Mark ' s  eye .  "H i .  How a r e  you?"  she  s a id .  
"F ine . . . , "  he  s a id ,  showing  none  o f  t he  ne rv o u sn es s  wh i c h  he  
p r i va t e ly  f e l t  a  f ew  momen t s  ago  a s  he  wa lked  unde r  t h e  ha l l  
b a l cony .  " . . .A t  l e a s t  f o r  hav ing  s t ay ed  up  ' t i l  f i v e  a .m .  l a s t  
n igh t  wa t ch ing  T . V . "  he  an swered .  
"Do  you  t h ink  i t  w orked?"  
"Are  you  k idd i ng?  I  co u ld  en t e r  a  f i f t h - l eve l  d r eam now. "  
" I  w i sh  we  we r e  r e ady  f o r  t ha t , "  C indy  s a id  w i th  a  t i nge  o f  
op t im i s m.  They  b o th  kne w t ha t  a  f i f t h - l eve l  d r eam wou ld  r equ i r e  
deepe r  s l e ep  t han  t he y  w e re  c apab l e  o f  a t  p r e sen t .  One  cou ld  by ,  
s ay ,  wa t ch ing  T .V .  un t i l  t he  e a r l y  hou r s  o f  t h e  morn ing ,  become  
s l e epy  enough  t o  f a l l  i n to  t he  deep  s l e ep  r eq u i r ed  by  a  
f ou r th - l eve l  d r eam,  bu t  s t ay i n g  awake  any  l o n ge r  t han  t ha t  wou ld  
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on ly  make  one  l e s s  t i r ed ,  h i s  body  hav ing  ad ju s t ed  t o  i t ,  even  
t hough  he  may  b e  i n  a  t r ance - l i ke  s t a t e .  Bes i d e s ,  a t t emp t s  t o  
s t a y  awake  much  l onge r  t h an  t h a t  w e re  no t  hea l t hy .  
"T h i s  w i l l  s t i l l  b e  a  f i r s t ! "  C indy  s a i d .  
" These  m o n i t o r s  a r e  go ing  t o  show eve ry th ing  I  d r eam?"  Mark  
a s ked ,  a l r e ad y  know i ng  t he  answer .  
" Yes ,  i s n ' t  i t  s ca r y ?"  C indy  s a id  j o k i n g l y .  " I 'm  g l ad  
you ' r e  do ing  t h i s ,  and  no t  me . "  
" I  j u s t  w i sh  I  cou ld  co n t r o l  t he  con t en t  o f  my  d r eams ,  and  
no t  j u s t  t he  l eve l . "  
"We l l ,  a r e  y o u  r eady?"  t he  expe r imen t a l  d i r e c to r  a sked  Mark .  
" Wha t?  Oh . . . yeah ! "  he  answered ,  f i na l l y  cogn i zan t  o f  t h e  
p r e s en t  o f  o the r  pe op l e  i n  t he  r o o m.  W h e t h e r  i t  w as  h i s  
s l e ep i ne s s  o r  h i s  i n f a tua t i on  w i th  C indy ,  he  w asn ' t  s u r e ,  bu t  t h i s  
wa s  t he  f i r s t  t ime  he  even  acknowledged  t he  ha l f -dozen  o r  s o  o the r  
peop l e  i n  t h e  room.  J ohn  Wa t t e r s ,  somewha t  o l d e r  t han  Mark ,  wa s  
t he  d i r ec to r  o f  t h e  ex p e r imen t  s i nc e  M ar k ,  h imse l f ,  wou ld  be  
a s l e ep .  C indy  worke d  w i th  t he  mon i to r s  and  va r i ous  o th e r  
e l e c t r i c a l  i n s t rumen t s .  The  o the r s  had  a s so r t ed  j obs ;  some  we re  
p r i nc ipa l l y  o b s e r v e r s—worke r s  i n  t he  f i e l d s  o f  p sycho logy  and  
d r eam s c i ence .  
"He re  y o u  go , "  C i ndy  s a id ,  hand ing  Mark  t he  m o n i to r i ng  
he lme t .  
"We l l ,  I  gues s  t h i s  i s  i t , "  h e  s a id  a s  he  p u l l ed  t he  
i n s t rumen t  ove r  h i s  head .  As  he  d id  t h i s ,  t he  e l e c t ro d es  i n s ide  
we re  a d ju s t ed  by  r ada r  t o  j u s t  t ouch  h i s  he a d  i n  o rd e r  t o  p i ck  up  
h i s  b r a in ' s  e l e c t ron i c  a c t i v i t y .  
I t  was  somewha t  emba ra s s ing  p r epa r ing  fo r  bed  i n  f r o n t  o f  a n  
aud i ence .  As  he  l ay  i n  t he  " ope ra t i ng - room "  t y p e  o f  bed ,  he  f e l t  
l i ke  he  was  i n  a  p sych i a t r i s t ' s  o f f i c e ,  excep t  t h a t  t he r e  we re  
abou t  f o r t y  peop l e  s t udy i n g  h im ,  i n s t ead  o f  one .  
As  one  o f  t h e  t e c hn i ca l  a s s i s t an t s  hooked  t he  h e lm e t  t o  t he  
mon i to r i ng  sy s t em,  t he  s c r e e ns  gave  t he i r  f i r s t  d i sp l ay  o f  Mark ' s  
cond i t i o n .  The  n o r ma l  s i gns  o f  consc iousnes s  w e re  d i sp l ayed ,  bu t  
t h e  m on i to r i ng  sy s t e m w as  p r im a r i l y  p r og r ammed  f o r  subc onsc i ous  
b r a in  a c t i v i t y ,  and  w ou ld  p i ck  i t  up  be t t e r .  
As  he  d r i f t ed  i n to  s l e ep ,  s i gns  o f  h i s  subcons c ious  a c t i v i t y  
beca me  more  p r edominan t  on  t he  s c r eens .  Though  he  was  a s l e ep ,Mark  
had  an  a c t i ve  pa r t  i n  t he  expe r imen t ,  f o r  on ly  jhe  cou ld  con t ro l  
t he  exc u r s ion  o f  h i s  subconsc ious  i n t o  a  deepe r - l eve l  d r eam.  
Be ing  u n ab l e  t o  con t ro l  t he  con t en t  o f  h i s  d r eams  t ho u g h ,  he  was  
p r epa red  t o  l e ave  a  l ev e l  hu r r i ed ly  i f  an  emba r r a s s ing  sub j ec t  
came  u p ,  bu t  i t  was  n e c e s sa ry  t o  r e ma in  i n  each  l eve l  a t  l e a s t  
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t h r ee  minu t e s  be fo r e  h e  wou ld  be  a b l e  t o  sh i f t  t o  a  deepe r  l eve l .  
Fee l i ng  i t  wa s  abou t  t ime  t o  beg in ,  he  l e t  h i mse l f  s l i p  t o  
t he  f i r s t  l eve l .  Immed ia t e ly ,  t h e  g r aph i c  on  t he  s c r een  be c a me  
un in t e l l i g ib l e  un t i l  he  was  f u l l y  i n to  t he  d r e a m .  Mark  wou ld  
a lways  b e  s een  on  t he  s c r een  s i n ce ,  i n  d r e ams ,  t he  sub j ec t  wa t ches  
h i s  own  a c t i ons .  
The  f i r s t  s cene  wa s  a  d a rk  f o r e s t  wh ich  Mark  was  h ik ing  
t h rough .  I t  was  a  de r i va t i ve  o f  a  s i m i l a r  f o r e s t  he  h ad  
en coun t e r ed  two  w eek s  ago  on  a  camp ing  t r i p .  As  he  l ooked  a round ,  
he  cou ld  b e  s een  t u rn ing  h i s  h ead ,  bu t  a t  t he  same  t ime  t he  
mon i to r s  showed  d i f f e r en t  ang l e s  o f  t he  f o r e s t .  
The  t r e e s  and  pa th  w e re  p rominen t ,  bu t  l ower  vege t a t i on  wa s  
ba s i ca l l y  nondesc r i p t ,  be ing  un impor t an t  t o  t he  sub j ec t  o f  t h e  
d r ea m.  The  sky ,  t hough  da rk ,  h ad  a  g r een i sh  g low  t o  i t ,  fo r  no  
known  r e a so n  ( a s  i s  t he  common  exp l a na t i on  f o r  mos t  o f  a  d r eam ' s  
image ry ) .  Each  ne w s cene  merged  w i th  t he  o l d ,  and  i t  seemed  a s  i f  
t he  f o r e s t  t u rned  u n d e r  h i s  f e e t ,  more  t han  h i s  t u r n i ng  h ims e l f .  
He  beg an  t o  imag ine  h imse l f  f e e l i ng  exhaus t ed ,  hav ing  en t e r ed  t he  
d re am we l l  i n t o  t he  h ike .  Fee l i ng  t h i s  p rov i de d  a  good  
oppo r tun i t y  t o  move  on  t o  t he  s e c ond  l eve l ,  he  s e t  h i s  b ag  o n  t he  
g round  and  was  immed ia t e ly  i n s ide  i t .  An  owl  hoo t ed ,  t h e  g low  
f aded ,  and  he  was  a s l e e p .  
He  n e x t  d r eam took  h i m  back  t o  t he  c i t y  whe re  he  h ad  been  t he  
da y  be fo r e  go ing  c amp i n g .  I t  w as  a s  t hough  he  h ad  a l r e a dy  come  
back  and  was  j u s t  f i n i sh ing  unpack ing  h i s  camp ing  gea r .  The  nex t  
t h ing  he  knew,  he  wa s  d r i v ing  h i s  ca r  t o  wo r k .  He  p a s s ed  t he  same  
house s  o v e r  and  ove r ,  and  s eve r a l  s emi - f ami l i a r  p eo p l e  waved  t o  
h im  a s  he  d rove  by .  He  c ou ld  make  ou t  mos t  o f  t he  s im i l a r i t i e s ,  
i n  t h e  f ace s  o f  t he  pe op l e ,  t o  t hos e  he  had  kn o w n  i n  t he  c i t y ,  and  
r e m emb ered  some  na me s ,  bu t  co u ld  no t  p> u t  t h e m t oge the r .  Sudde n l y  
h e  was  on  t he  h ighway  and  ga in ing  speed .  H i s  f oo t  con t i nued  
p r e s s i n g  ha r de r  on  t he  ga s  pe dd l e .  Immed ia t e ly ,  ou t  o f  n o wh e r e ,  
c ame  ano the r  c a r  d r i v ing  on  t he  wrong  s i de  o f  t h e  road  h ead in g  
s t r a i gh t  t ow ar ds  h im .  
He  had  now encoun t e r ed  a  s i t ua t i on  n o  one  had  t hough t  o f .  
The  p rob l em was  no t  a  t h r ea t  t o  h i s  l i f e—i t  was  on ly  a  d r e a m .  I t  
was  a  t h r ea t  t o  t he  expe r imen t ,  s i nc e  a  shock  l i ke  t ha t  a bou t  t o  
come ,  w ou l d  p robab ly  wake  h im  up ,  a t  l e a s t  t o  t he  f i r s t  l eve l  
aga in .  No  one  k n ew wha t  e f f ec t  t h e r e  migh t  b e  o n  h i s  b r a in  i f  t he  
s hock  j o l t ed  h im  a l l  t he  way  back  t o  r e a l i t y ,  i f  i t  was  pos s ib l e  
t o  s k ip  r i g h t  t h rough  t he  p r ev ious  l eve l  i n  t he  f i r s t  p l a c e .  
Th e r e  was  on ly  one  t h ing  fo r  h i m  t o  do .  He  had  t o  en t e r  h i s  
nex t  d r eam qu i ck ly .  As  qu i ck  a s  he  co u ld  h e  l e t  go  o f  t he  
s t e e r i ng  whee l  and  f o lded  h i s  h an d s  beh ind  h i s  head ,  c l o sed  h i s  
e ye s . . . and  t hen  r emembered  t h a t  he  cou ldn ' t  en t e r  a  new d r eam 
wi thou t  f a l l i ng  a s l eep  f i r s t .  Immed i a t e l y  he  was  t h rown  f rom t he  
c a r .  Appa ren t l y  h i s  knowledge  t h a t  t he  d ream wasn ' t  r e a l  r e duc e d  
any  shoc k  e f f ec t  o f  t he  a cc iden t .  He  w as  a s l e ep  aga in ,  t hough  i t  
had  t o  do  m ore  w i th  t he  acc iden t  knock ing  h i m  ou t  t han  any t h i ng  
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else. In any case, he was asleep and so continued the experiment. 
"That was close," Watters said, being the first to say 
anything out loud other than whispering. 
"Only one more after this one. I hope he makes it," Cindy 
said. 
The next dream was rather interesting for Mark and 
embarassing for Cindy. As the monitor's image became clear, Mark 
could be seen walking up to the door of a house that looked 
remarkably similar to Cindy's. As he knocked on the door, Cindy, 
watching the monitor, took notice. In the dream she answered the 
door. 
"Oh Mark!" she said with her hands to her face. "I haven't 
seen you for so long." They immediately embraced, she being the 
more aggressive of the two, and kissed each other. This went on 
for about two minutes, growing more passionate as the time went 
by. 
By this time, Cindy was thoroughly embarrassed. All the 
other observers and technicians were trying hard to keep a 
straight face. Cindy, herself, could see the humor, but 
nevertheless, was having a hard time watching the monitors with 
her hands over her face. 
Mark, in the meantime, was in another dilemma. He would like 
to continue the dream, but he, like Cindy, was embarrassed and 
although he could not see the response of the observers at the 
time, he knew when he woke up he would never live this one down. 
Also, he could imagine how Cindy felt, since they both had become 
attracted to each other only very recently. 
With the thee-minute mark passed, Mark thought it best to 
pursue the fourth level. This was the real test. Each time it 
had gotten a little harder to enter a dream. This would be the 
biggest jump in difficulty. 
Mark told Cindy that he had to go, so without further delay 
he left her house and soon found himself walking up to his own 
house. Inside, near the back of his house, he saw his bed. In 
reality he had been tired enough, and it still carried over into 
his fourth level, so he didn't have to imagine being tired. This 
was a help since he could imagine being tired in a dream, but 
unless he really was or the situation in the dream made him so, it 
didn't really work. He was able to continue a dream, such as 
leaving Cindy's house and heading for his own, but he could not 
change the whole dream or decide the beginning scene. 
The bed looked so inviting, he just jumped in, but right away 
he stopped and thought that he had better be careful or he might 
wake himself up. He was soon asleep and about to enter a dream. 
The monitors had a blurry unintelligible picture for a 
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r e l a t i ve ly  l ong  pe r i od  o f  t ime .  Eve ryone  was  wor r i ed  un t i l  
f i na l l y  t he  p i c t u r e  r e s o l v ed .  
"He  made  i t , "  t he  room r e so u n d ed ,  a s  ev e ry o n e  chee r ed .  
Th i s  t ime  he  was  i n  a  p l ane  f u l l  o f  p a r a t roope r s .  One  by  
one ,  t hose  ahead  o f  h im  w e r e  j ump ing  ou t  o f  t h e  s i de .  
" I  don ' t  have  a  pa r achu t e , "  he  s a id .  No  one  wou ld  l i s t en .  
"X know t h i s  i s  a  d r eam,  bu t  I  d on ' t  ha ve  a  pa r achu t e ! "  
" Ju s t  go , "  someone  o rde r ed .  
"Bu t  —,"  he  ye l l ed  a s  h e  f e l l  ou t  o f  t h e  p l ane .  "We l l ,  I  
gues s  I ' l l  s ee  how r e a l i s t i c  t h i s  d ream i s , "  he  s a id ,  bu t  t hen  
no t i c ed  h i s  f a l l i ng  sp eed  wasn ' t  a cce l e r a t i ng .  I t  was  s t i l l  
enough  t o  make  a  j o l t  w hen  h e  l anded ,  bu t  i f  t he  c a r  c r a s h  d idn ' t  
wake  h i m  up ,  he  migh t  ha ve  t o  l i ve  th rough  t h i s ,  t oo .  Bu t  t h en ,  
s i nce  t he  f ou r th - l e ve l  d r eam wa s  s o  uns t ab l e  t o  beg in  w i th ,  t he r e  
m igh t  b e  a  cha r . c e .  O f  c ou r se ,  wa k ing  up  wa s  much  e a s i e r—the re  
we re  no  t h r ee -m i n u t e  wa i t s  and  n o  need  t o  go  t o  s l e e p  f i r s t .  I f  
h e  mere ly  w i l l ed  i t ,  he  migh t  be  a b l e  t o  wake  up  be fo r e  he  h i t  t h e  
g round .  He  t r i ed  t h i s  bu t  w as  t oo  c lo se  t o  t he  g round .  He  h i t  i t  
bu t  awoke  s imu l t an eo us ly .  
The  sun  shone  t h rough  h i s  w indow  ab o v e  h i s  bed  and  he  go t  up  
t o  s t r e t ch  ou t  and  wa lked  t o  t he  r e f r i ge r a to r .  H i s  o wn  v i ew  f aded  
and  soon  he  found  h imse l f  i n  a  hosp i t a l  b ed  w i th  mu l t i p l e  
i n ju r i e s .  The  c a r  c r a sh  h ad  t aken  i t s  t o l l .  " I ' d  be t t e r  g e t  ou t  
o f  t h i s  one  f a s t , "  he  t hough t  t o  h ims e l f .  " I  m i gh t  s t a r t  f e e l i ng  
t he  pa in . "  Aga in ,  t h e  image  f a de d ,  and  h e  w o ke  up  i n s ide  h i s  
s l e ep ing  bag  i n  t he  midd l e  o f  t he  f o r e s t .  
" O n e  more , "  he  t hough t .  Th i s  one  was  t he  e a s i e s t .  He  h ad  
been  i n  d r eams  f o r  ove r  f i f t e en  min u t e s  and  h i s  mind  was  r e ady  t o  
com e  ou t .  
"W ha t ?  Wh a t ' s  t h i s ?  I  shou ld  be  back !  I ' t s  been— Oh ,  I  
f o rgo t  abou t  t h i s  he lme t , "  h e  s a id  a s  he  came  b ack  t o  r e a l i t y ,  
wonde r ing  whe re  t he  l i gh t  w a s .  
"Vou  d i d  i t ! "  C indy  exc l a imed ,  and  gave  h im  a  k i s s .  
Immed ia t e ly  she  pu l l ed  back ,  r emember ing  t he  d r e a m,  w h i l e  t he  room  
b roke  u p  w i th  l augh t e r .  Mar k  a nd  C indy  l aughe d  w i th  t he  aud i ence  
and  no  one  even  s a id  any th ing  f o r  a  f ew  momen t s .  
"Co me  o n , "  she  s a id ,  " I ' l l  buy  you  d inne r .  Jo h n  s a id  you  
c ou ld  qu i t  a f t e r  t he  ex p e r imen t .  Le t ' s  go  t o  t he  j u n g l e  p l ace . "  
"The  F l o r a n t i ne?"  
"Y eah .  Then  you  can  go  home  and  s l e ep . "  
" Tha t  sounds  good .  I  f e e l  l i k e  a  zombie  now.  F i f t e en  m inu t e s  
o f  a c t i ve  d r eam-s l eep  j u s t  doesn ' t  do  i t . "  
" W e l l ,  you ' l l  ha ve  t o  ma ke  s u r e . . . "  
"Wha t?  I  c a n ' t  hea r  you . "  
" . . . n i gh t ' s  s l e ep . . . "  
"Wha t  a r e  you  s ay ing?  I  c a n ' t  hea r  you ! "  B u t  i t  was  no  u se :  
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she  was  f ad ing .  A  c e r t a i n  h o r ro r  d r ew  ove r  h im  a s  he  sudde n ly  
r e a l i z ed  wha t  was  h ap p en ing .  He  had  j u s t  expe r i enced  t h i s  f e e l i ng  
fou r  t imes ,  bu t  t h i s  be ing  t he  f i f t h  t im e  was  wha t  m a de  h im  
r e a l i z e  t h e  ho r ro r  o f  i t .  
H e  was  w ak i ng  u p . . . aga in .  
"W here  i n  t he  wor ld  am I ? "  he  a sked  h imse l f  qu i e t l y .  "Am  I  
i n  t he  wor ld?  Look  a t  t h i s  p l ace . "  
"How can  I  w ake  up?  I  wasn ' t  s l e ep ing  be fo r e  I  wo k e  up l  I  
was  i n  r e a l i t y .  I  ha d  f ou r  d r eams ,  w oke  up  f ou r  t imes ,  and  shou ld  
have  been  i n  r e a l i t y ,  awake .  I  wasn ' t  s l e ep ing . "  Fo r  t r u ly ,  he  
hadn ' t  b een .  He  ha d  s l i pped  ou t  o f  t r ue  r e a l i t y .  B u t  t hough  mos t  
peo p l e  s l i p  ou t  i n to  a  f an t a sy  w or ld  by  f a l l i n g  a s l eep ,  he  had  
do ne  so  by  wa k ing  u p  f rom an  aw ak e  s t a t e  t o  beg in  w i th ,  i n to  a  
wor ld ,  a  ve ry  ex i s t ence ,  wh ich  he  knew no t h i ng  abou t  and  co u ld  no t  
even  h ope  t o  comprehend .  
J u s t  a s  a  d r eam i s  i nexp l i c ab l e  i n  t e rms  o f  r e a l i t y ,  so  wa s  
t h i s  a s  i f  i t  we re  a  d r eam.  Bu t ,  knowing  t ha t  t h i s  wa s  no t  a  
n i gh tm are ,  s i nce  he  h ad  woken  up ,  a  ne w  f e a r  g r i pped  h i m —how  
wou ld  he  ge t  b ack ?  
TH E  E N D  (OF  P A R T I )  
Ke v in  Mor i t z  
60 
ANGELS IN  THE SN OW  
"You  f o rk  ou t  t h i r t y - t housand  do l l a r s  f o r  a  c a r  you ' d  a t  
l e a s t  t h ink  i t  wou l d  ge t  you  some w he r e , "  g rowled  Cha r l e s  L a ne  a s  
he  r eved  t he  en g in e  o f  h i s  BMW.  I r r i t a t ed ly  he  l i s t en ed  t o  t he  
t i r e s  he lp l e s s ly  sp in  i n  t he  foo t  o f  snow wh ich  b u r i ed  t he  o ld  
coun t ry  r oad .  He  de spe ra t e ly  pee r ed  ou t  t he  f r o n t  w i n d sh i e l d  
t r y in g  t o  spo t  some  s i gn  o f  c i v i l i z a t i on ,  bu t  t he  e f fo r t  wa s  i n  
va in .  The  snow was  wh ipp ing  a round  so  v io l en t l y  t ha t  a l l  he  cou ld  
s ee  wa s  a  huge  wh i t e  b r i ck  wa l l .  He  w as  v i r t ua l l y  a  pa r a lyzed  
b l i nd  man .  
"T h i s  i s  r ea l l y  t he  l a s t  t h ing  t ha t  I  ne e ded !  No th ing  can  
eve r  be  s imp le , "  Cha r l e s  s a id  t h r o u g h  c l enched  t e e th .  He  l e t  ou t  
a  f i e r ce  s c r eam o f  ange r ,  bu t  n o  one  hea rd  h im .  Cha r l e s  was  
a l one ,  Cha r l e s  was  a lway s  a l one .  No  ma t t e r  whe re  he  wa s  o r  w ho  he  
wa s  w i th ,  Cha r l e s  was  a lways  a l o n e .  
Cha r l e s  gave  t h e  ga s  peda l  a  l a s t  de spe ra t e  p lunge  a s  he  
t r i e d  t o  edge  t h e  ca r  f r e e  by  r ock ing  h i s  w ho le  body  f o rwa rd  w i t h  
a cce l e r a t i on  o f  t h e  eng ine .  T he  s peedom e te r  j umped  up  t o  35  bu t  
t he  ca r  d idn ' t  move .  
"Why  d i dn ' t  I  l e ave  t h i s  m or n i ng? "  he  ques t i oned  fu r i ous ly .  
"Wh y  d id  I  t r y  t h i s  sho r t  cu t ?  I  know Mary  d i dn ' t  know w ha t  she  
was  t a l k ing  ab o u t ! "  Wi th  t h a t  l a s t  ang ry  ou tbu r s t  Cha r l e s '  f oo t  
s l i d  o f f  t he  ga s  peda l ,  h i s  h an d s ,  wh ich  had  b een  c l e nc h ing  t he  
s o f t  l e a the r  o f  t h e  s t e e r i ng  w hee l  a s  i f  he  w e r e  t r y ing  t o  
s t r ang l e  i t ,  d roppe d  l i mp l y  a t  h i s  s i de s  and  h e  s l ouched  down  i n to  
t he  smoo th  l e a the r  o f  h i s  s ea t .  He  knew he  cou ldn ' t  b l ame  Mary .  
She  had  be gge d  h im  no t  t o  go  t o  t he  bus ine s s  mee t i ng  and  she  h ad  
p r ac t i c a l l y  r e fu sed  t o  t e l l  h im  t he  sho r t  cu t .  
"Bu t  Mr .  L a ne , "  she  p l e a de d  i n  he r  ve ry  nob l e ,  bu t  t im id  
Eng l i sh  a ccen t ,  " I ' v e  on ly  t r ave l ed  i t  once .  I 'm  no t  su r e  t ha t  I  
c a n  r e ca l l  i t .  And  t he  ro ad s  a r e  so  t e r r i b l e .  P l ea se  don ' t  go . "  
Bu t  he  had  i n s i s t ed .  " I  pay  you  a  g o o d  c hunk  o f  m one y ,  
Mary , "  he  r e t o r t ed ,  " t o  be  m y  s e c r e t a ry .  I f  I  had  wan t ed  a  
mo th e r  I  wou ld  have  h i r ed  someone  w i t h  g r ey  ha i r  ho ld ing  a  p l a t e  
f u l l  o f  c ook i e s .  Bes i de s  you  shou ld  ne ve r  r i sk  m i s s ing  a  bus ine s s  
me e t i ng ,  Mary .  The re ' s  money  t o  be  ma de ,  you  know.  You  c an  t  
eve r  l e t  up . . . n eve r .  You  mus t  a lw ays  be  s t r i v ing  fo r  more . "  
H e  t u rned  o f f  h i s  c a r  and  t he n  b r i sk ly  rubbed  h i s  hands  
t oge the r  t o  r e v ive  t hem.  Yes ,  he  t hough t .  You  c an  neve r  l e t  up .  
Yo u  mu s t  a lways  keep  s t r i v ing .  The re ' s  a lw ays  more .  "Or  i s  
t he r e?"  he  s a id  ou t l oud .  He  began  t o  wonde r  i f  t he r e  wa s  eve r  a  
t i me  i n  h i s  l i f e  when  he  wasn ' t  r e ach ing  fo r  so me th ing  uns een .  
Was  t h e r e  eve r  a  t ime  w h en  he  had  j u s t  b een  con t en t  whe r e  he  was .  
As  he  t hough t ,  he  g azed  ou t  h i s  window i n to  t he  snow.  He  
cou ldn ' t  s e e  any th ing  excep t  t h a t  huge  wh i t e  c age .  He  began  t o  
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become  a ware  o f  t h e  f a c t  t ha t  he  was  ve ry  co ld .  He  r e ach ed  down  
an d  t u rned  t he  key  t o  h i s  c a r .  T he  c a r  made  one  deep  g rumble  and  
t hen  t he r e  was  no th i ng .  I t  wou ldn ' t  s t a r t .  He  anx ious ly  t r i ed  
aga in ,  bu t  s t i l l  no t h i ng  happened .  Fea r  began  t o  c lu t ch  h im .  
Sudden ly ,  w i thou t  even  r e a l i z i ng  wha t  he  was  s ay i ng  he  wh i s pe r e d ,  
"Dea r  Lo rd ,  p l e a s e  he lp  me . "  He  gave  t he  ke y  ano the r  t u rn .  The re  
was  a  f a i n t  g rumb le  and  t hen  ano the r  and  t he n  t he  e ng ine  t u r n ed  
ove r .  Wi th  a  s i gh  o f  r e l i e f  he  t ook  h i s  hand  and  bu r i ed  i t  deep  
i n  h i s  f u r  l i ne d  pocke t .  As  he  s a t  t he r e  h e  wonde red ,  "Why  d id  I  
p r ay?  Me ,  o f  a l l  peop l e .  I  neve r  needed  an y  h e lp  f rom anyone .  
I ' v e  neve r  done  t ha t  be fo r e . "  T h en  he  r emembere d .  "Yes . . .Mom 
used  t o  p r ay .  A l l  t h e  t ime ,  a s  a  ma t t e r  o f  f a c t .  Com e  t o  t h ink  
o f  i t ,  I  u se d  t o  p r ay  w i th  he r  some t imes .  I  a c tua l l y  be l i eved  i n  
i t ,  t oo .  O h ,  Mo the r , "  Cha r l e s  w h i sp e r ed  w i t h  t e a r s  we l l i ng  up  i n  
h i s  eyes ,  "you  we re  s o me t h i n g  spec i a l .  You  w e re  a lways  t he r e  f o r  
me .  I  d i d  eve ry t h i ng  you  t o ld  me .  I  cou ldn ' t  bea r  t he  t hough t  o f  
mak ing  y o u  ang ry .  I  r emember  how you  a lways  t o ld  me  no t  t o  swea r .  
'Cha r l i e , '  you  u s e d  t o  s ay ,  ' c l a s sy  peop l e  can  f i nd  a  more  
d i gn i f i e d  way  o f  e xp re s s ing  t hemse lve s . ' "  I  knew w e  we ren ' t  
c l a s sy  peop l e ,  Cha r l e s  t hough t .  W e  ha rd ly  had  enough  money  t o  buy  
me  a  pa i r  o f  shoes ,  bu t  i t  d idn ' t  ma t t e r .  I f  Mom  t o ld  me  no t  t o  
swea r  I  wasn ' t  go ing  t o .  Even  now I  c a n ' t  go  aga in s t  he r  wo r d .  
"My  de a r  mo the r , "  Cha r l e s  s a id  a s  t e a r s  s l owly  r o l l ed  down  h i s  
o the rw i se  emo t i on l e s s  f a ce ,  "you  h ad  d e se r v ed  more . "  Cha r l e s  
q u i ck ly  wiped  away  t he  t e a r s  w i t h  t he  back  o f  h i s  hand .  "Those  
da y s  a r e  o v e r ,  f o r ev e r ,  "  he  boas t ed .  
Cha r l e s  ha d  dec ided  w h en  he  was  young  t ha t  he  wo u ld  have  
m or e .  H e  wou ld  have  i t  a l l  and  h e  cou ldn ' t  wa i t .  T ha t  was  h i s  
b igges t  p rob l em.  He  j u s t  c ou ldn ' t  wa i t .  
T ry ing  t o  ge t  h i s  mind  o f f  t he  snow he  t u rned  on  t he  r a d io  i n  
hopes  o f  hea r i ng  s ome  s t o ck  m a rke t  r epo r t s .  He  f l i pped  o n  t he  
knob  bu t  a l l  he  cou ld  ge t  wa s  t he  i r r i t a t i ng  c r ack l e  o f  s t a t i c .  
He  t u rned  t he  d i a l  f rom one  end  o f  t h e  r ad io  t o  t he  o the r ,  bu t  a l l  
h e  go t  we re  f a i n t ,  muf f l ed  s ounds  ha rd ly  aud ib l e  ab o v e  t he  
i n t e r f e r ence .  F ina l l y ,  a  vo i ce  came  i n  f a i r l y  we l l .  I t  m us t  have  
be en  a  l o ca l  sma l l  t own  s t a t i o n  because  t hey  w e re  t a l k ing  abou t  
t he  h igh  s choo l  ba ske tba l l  game .  The  Go ld town  G lad i a to r s  v s .  t he  
Mine r sv i l l e  Ducks .  T h e  Ducks  w e r e  w inn ing .  Cha r l e s  f l i cked  o f f  
t he  r ad io .  
"Funny , "  he  s a id  t o  h ims e l f .  " I  c an ' t  even  r emember  wha t  my  
h igh  s cho o l  masco t  was . "  He  b eg an  t o  th ink  ve ry  ha rd .  Despe ra t e ­
l y ,  h e  t r i ed  t o  rem ember  some th ing  abou t  h ig h  s choo l ,  bu t  he  
cou ldn ' t .  He  cou ld  r emember  8 th  g r ade .  Yes ,  he  u sed  t o  s i t  i n  
homeroom eve ryday  an d  coun t  how many  days  un t i l  he  wa s  go ing  t o  be  
i n  h igh  s ch o o l .  A l l  he  co u ld  t h ink  abou t  w as  how g r ea t  h igh  
s choo l  wou ld  be .  The  on ly  memor i e s  h e  h ad  o f  h igh  s choo l ,  t hough ,  
we re  o f  h im  s i t t i ng  i n  t he  counse lo r ' s  o f f i c e  d i s cus s i ng  f i nanc i a l  
a i d  f o r  co l l ege .  He  he ld  a  f ew  co l l eg e  memor i e s ,  bu t  no t  m an y .  
Mos t  o f  t hem we re  o f  h im  s i t t i ng  fo r  hou r s  i n  h i s  do rm room  
f i l l i ng  ou t  j ob  app l i c a t i ons  t o  t he  b i g g es t  co rpo ra t i ons  he  cou ld  
f i nd .  Cha r l e s  gave  a  l ong  s i gh  o f  d e spa i r ,  "Even  t hen  I  cou ldn ' t  
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wait for what was next...even then." 
As he sat there one memory kept flashing before his eyes. It 
was the only thing he could remember from his childhood. When he 
was very little, his mother had shown him how to make angels in 
the snow. Together, they found the smoothest, purest, most 
beautiful patch of untouched snow. Then, ever so carefully, they 
lay down on their backs. They stretched out their arms and legs 
as far as they could reach and then slowly they swept their 
outstretched limbs back and forth, up and down. Charles could 
remember lying there feeling the snow soak through his thin pants 
so that his skin was bright red and numb by the time they went 
inside. But he didn't care. He just lay there giggling happily 
with his mother sweeping his arms and legs up and down, back and 
forth. Then, even more carefully than when they had sat down, 
they got up making sure not to put even one marring footprint in 
the beautiful flowing gowns of their angels. Then they stood and 
looked at them. Charles smiled. He remembered thinking that if 
those angels had faces the faces would be that of his mother. 
Charles also could remember going to bed after that day when they 
had made the angels. He remembered lying in the dark and just 
feeling the blackness. He thought it had swallowed him and he 
would never see light again. He began to silently weep. He 
didn't call his mother though because he knew that the darkness 
was far too thick and she would never hear him. Then, as he lay 
there, he remembered his angels. He gathered all his strength and 
fought the weight of the murky blackness. He got up and looked 
out his window. The moon was shining brightly but it's glowing 
light fell only on one place; on his angels. They glittered 
brightly as they quietly lay in the snow. He could see their 
gowns flowing in the wind and he could hear the fluttering of 
their strong wings. He watched them dance weightlessly across the 
snow leaving no footprints. Everywhere they went the moonlight 
followed them. Then he knew. These were not just snow angels. 
These were guardian angels sent from God. He crawled back into 
bed and then wondered why he hadn't seen before how they flooded 
his room with light. Then he closed his eyes and whispered, 
"thank you". 
Suddenly Charles awoke from his memory and found that he was 
smiling. But not only was his mouth smiling, but also his heart. 
He quickly wiped away the smiles and buried the memories. 
"Those were only childhood games," he chided himself. "But I 
was happy then." He frowned. "How could I have been happy? We 
had nothing." 
Then, once again, he tried to revive some old memories that 
he longingly hoped were only buried. "Did I ever teach my son how 
to make angels in the snow? I always meant to," he said in his 
own defense, "but I was a busy man. But I know my son was happy. 
How could he not have been? He had everything a boy could want." 
Deep down he knew that the reason he couldn't recall the memories 
was because there were no memories to bring back. Deep down he 
6 3  
wasn't sure, though. He had never really known his son. He was a 
busy man. 
Frustrated and wanting to get his mind on something else he 
flipped on the radio once more. It seemed a little clearer now 
and after some effort he managed to get a news program very 
faintly. He bent down and put his ear very close to the radio so 
that he could hear. 
The weather segment of the program was just about over when 
Charles tuned in. From what he heard it sounded as though the 
storm would soon be letting up. It had taken it's toll, however. 
Many lives had been lost. Then, to Charles surprise, a stock 
market report came on. He listened very intently trying to make 
out what was being said above the irritating static. A very large 
smile suddenly covered his face. His stock had taken a huge jump. 
He reached in his pocket for his calculator to figure his gain but 
then suddenly his hand fell limply in his lap and his face grew 
sullen. He realized that he really didn't care. He turned off 
the radio and looked outside. He thought it looked as though it 
was letting up. He looked very hard and saw a faint light in the 
distance. He decided to try to walk to it in hopes that it was a 
house. He quickly turned off the car, buttoned up his coat and 
opened the door. He stepped out into the penetrating cold and 
sank up to his knees. He slammed the door shut and began to walk 
very slowly. He took a few steps and fell. The snow began to 
soak through his thick pants and the immense coldness of it 
frightened him. He got up and trudged onward. Soon he couldn't 
see his car. He really wasn't even sure in what direction it 
stood. Then he could no longer see the light clearly, but he knew 
it was there and he was sure that he'd be safe when he got there. 
The wind grew stronger and the snow bit more sharply. Charles 
suddenly stopped. He couldn't see the light and had no idea where 
his car was. His hands were beet red and he could no longer feel 
his feet. He stood perfectly still for a very long time. Then, 
ever so carefully, he lay down on his back. He stretched out his 
arms and his legs as far as they could reach and then slowly he 
swept his outstretched limbs back and forth, up and down. 
Linda Brubaker • 
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A  DAY IN  THE L I F E  O F  A ONE-HIT  WONDER 
(ANOTHER CHAPTER IN  THE ETERN A L CHRONICLE O F  T H E  STRUGGLE BETWEEN 
MAN A N D  MACHINE)  
H e  m e t hod i ca l l y  a r r anged  h i s  u t ens i l s .  F ou r  ba l l po in t  p en s  
(b lue  i nk )  .  Four  ba l l po in t  pens  ( b l ack  i nk )  .  Four  penc i l s  (#2  
l e ad ) .  Two  gum e r a se r s .  O ne  package  o f  wh i t e  pape r ,  co l l eg e  ru l ed  
(200  shee t s ) .  Roge t ' s  Thesau rus .  W ebs t e r ' s  D i c t i ona ry . . .  Wr i t i ng  
shou ldn ' t  b e  t h e  r e s u l t  o f  a  sp o n t an eo u s  i nc l i na t i on .  I t  w a s n ' t  
some th ing  t o  b e  app roached  ha pha z a rd l y .  I t  r equ i r ed  ca r e f u l  
p r epa ra t i on . . .  Now,  was  t h e r e  any th ing  e l s e?  T ra sh  c a n?  Yes ,  
t h e r e  i t  was  — on  t h e  r i gh t  s i de  o f  t he  de sk . . .  Wa i t  — he ' d  
be t t e r  l ock  t h e  doo r .  Cou ldn ' t  have  anyone  ba rg ing  i n  on  h im .  
Shou ld  he  hook  u p  t h e  answer ing  mach ine?  Yes ,  maybe  he ' d  be t t e r .  
He ' d  ha t e  t o  be  i n t e r rup t ed  by  a  phone  c a l l . . . .  E ve ry t h i ng  was  
s e t .  
"OK k id ,  c r ea t e  a  m as t e r p i ece . "  
He ' d  show them.  He  wasn ' t  a  one -h i t  w o n d e r .  Su re ,  h e ' d  t aken  
a  l o t  o f  r i bb ing  f rom  some  o f  t h e  l oca l  wr i t e r s . . . bu t  t hey  p robab ly  
d id  t ha t  t o  a l l  r ook i e s . . .  The i r  t e a s ing  p roba b ly  mean t  t h a t  he  
was  one  o f  t hem now.  Maybe  i t  w as  j u s t  a  fo rm  o f  i n i t i a t i on  i n to  
t he i r  c l i que . . . .  E i t h e r  t ha t  o r  t he y  w e re  j e a lo us ,  yeah ,  t h a t ' s  
i t  — they  we re  j e a lous .  Af t e r  a l l ,  he  w as  t he  o n ly  one  o f  t hem 
who  had  had  t he  f i r s t  and  o n ly  t h ing  he ' d  eve r  wr i t t en  
pub l i s hed . . . .  Bu t  t h a t  doesn ' t  mean  i t  w as  beg innne r ' s  l u ck . . . .  he  
cou ld  do  i t  aga in .  He  wou ld  do  i t  aga in . . .  B es ide s ,  t h a t  was  on ly  
t wo  yea r s  ago .  Wha t  d id  t hey  expec t ?  A  nove l  ev e ry  yea r ?  Nove l s  
a r en ' t  so me t h i ng  t ha t  you  can  j u s t  s i t  down  a nd  wr i t e  a t  w i l l .  
The r e  had  t o  b e  some  i dea .  Some  spa rk  t o  ge t  you  s t a r t ed .  Some  
k i nd  o f  mo t i va t i on .  I t ' s  no t  t h a t  h e  w as  l a zy . . . j u s t  t ha t  t he  
mo t iv a t i on  hadn ' t  been  t he r e .  He ' d  t o ld  the m t ha t .  The y  j u s t  
s h ook  t he i r  heads  and  sm i l ed  smug ly .  One -h i t  wonde r .  The  guy  
ha sn ' t  w r i t t en  a  t h ing  i n  t w o  yea r s .  Su re  — h e  g o t  l ucky  once  — 
bu t  neve r  aga in .  F l a sh  i n  t he  pan .  One -h i t  wonde r .  
No t  h im . . .  Why ,  t h i s  nex t  book  w ou l d  p robab ly  o u t s e l l  t he  
f i r s t  one .  Su re  —  h i s  na m e  was  r e l a t i ve ly  we l l -kn o wn  now.  Some  
peop l e  migh t  even  buy  t h i s  nex t  book  because  o f  h i s  name . . .  And  
t h i s  bo o k  wou l d  be  e a s i e r  t o  wr i t e  t h an  t he  f i r s t  one .  Tha t ' s  f o r  
s u r e .  He  knew wha t  he  was  d o i n g  now.  Why ,  once  he  go t  s t a r t ed ,  
t he r e ' d  be  no  s t opp ing  h im .  T h e  words  wou ld  j u s t  f a l l  f rom t he  
pen .  He ' d  p robab ly  have  t o  hu r ry  t o  keep  up  w i th  t he  i dea s  pou r ing  
f rom h i s  b r a in .  W hy ,  o n ce  he  g o t  s t a r t ed . . . .  
Wha t  wou ld  i t  b e  t h i s  t ime  — f i c t i on  o r  non - f i c t i o n ?  
F i c t i on .  Too  much  r e s ea r ch  i nvo lved  w i t h  non - f i c t i on .  No t  
t h a t  he  was  t oo  l a zy  t o  do  t he  r e sea r ch ,  mind  you .  I t ' s  j u s t  
t ha t . . .when  a n  i dea  co mes ,  you  don ' t  wan t  t o  have  t o  s t op  and  chec l  
t o  s ee  i f  i t ' s  h i s t o r i c a l l y  a ccu ra t e . . .  Bu t  wha t  k i nd  o f  f i c t i on?  
Of  cou r se  a  s eque l  was  ou t  o f  t h e  que s t i on .  T he re  was  
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no way in the world he would stoop so low as to do a sequel. No 
sir, he wouldn't sell out... Besides, he'd killed off the central 
characters of his last book... How about a love story? Only as a 
last resort. He wasn't particularly fond of the idea of detailing 
romantic interludes... An adventure story? No, his last book was 
an adventure story. He didn't want to get himself categorized... 
A character study? Yeah, a character study. Yeah, see, there are 
these five people and they're all in this room together — but none 
of them have ever met before — and the whole story takes place in 
one room — that would make it unique — and these people start 
baring their souls to each other — real gut-wrenching stuff...no, 
he'd have to give them some kind of motivation. They couldn't just 
come into a room and start baring their souls... Albee would do it 
that way...no, he didn't want to be classified with Albee... Maybe 
these people could be trapped in this room and they're all going to 
die...no, not good enough. He hated having to write motivation for 
characters... Hey, how about a group of young people becoming 
disenchanted with life? Real socially relevant stuff...no, 
everyone's already done that... Teenage suicide? Too 
controversial... The self-destructive life of an aging movie star? 
Too Jackie Collins... Comedy? Comedy. Yes, comedy! He could 
show them his versatility. 
"His effortless shift from an action-packed adventure yarn to 
•£M-S_ugroariQUSlv satirical comedy demonstrates a versatility 
rarely found in most of his contemporaries..." 
Yes, he would show them. A comedy...yeah, see, there are 
these two bumbling con men, right? And they're going to kidnap 
this ycung heiress — but then they make a mistake and nab this 
streetwise...no. Too much involved in writing a comedy. Not that 
he was too lazy to write one, mind you... It's just that...comedy 
is too subjective... OK, then back to the love story. Sure — a 
love story! 
"His effortless shift from a rough, hard-edaed adventure yarn 
to this beautifully poignant romance with a depth of feeling and an 
•hfipestv of emotion rare to most other books of the genre 
demonstrates a versatility rarely found in his contemporaries. .." 
That would show them. 
And he'd make his characters allegorical. Yeah, then the 
critics could read deep meanings into the work... But, should it 
be a political allegory or just an allegory of basic human nature? 
Better make it just basic human nature. No sense in getting 
politically active. Yeah, an allegory of basic human nature. 
"With this work, the author demonstrates a deep knowledge of 
human nature. The book alleaorically deals with..." 
But what about the plot? Something different — that's what 
he needed. Something old-fashioned, but not trite. Something with 
a new twist, but not controversial...OK, there's this rich guy --
and he's engaged to be married to this rich girl — but he's really 
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in love with this poor girl — and this rich girl that he's engaged 
to is in love with a poor guy — but, to complicate matters 
further, the poor guy that the rich girl's in love with is in love 
with the poor girl that the rich guy's in love with. So it's a 
real mess, see? It's kind of a twist on the love triangle theme. 
Only it's a love square. Yeah, that's itl A love square! There 
was his title — T.ove Square. And what a title it was. It was 
short, but catchy enough to be memorable. Look out now. Now that 
he had the title, the rest would be easy. 
Love Square. A Novel by 
It looked like a best-seller. There's the title — now all he 
needed was a story to go with it. No problem. Of course, now that 
he had the idea in his head, it should be a cinch to put on paper. 
It was just a matter of getting started. And he was going to get 
started. Right now... Just as soon as he straightened up that 
desk a little bit. After all, conditions had to be just right to 
create an atmosphere conducive to writing. Like those pencils. 
They should be on the left side of the desk, about eight inches 
from his left elbow. That way they would be easily accessible 
without getting in the way. And the gum erasers. They should be 
positioned directly to the left of the pencils. But should they be 
stacked on top of one another, or side by side? On top. That way 
they'd be easier to grab. The pens, of course, should be on the 
right side, a few inches from his writing hand. Makes it more 
efficient to switch pens without breaking his thought. But should 
black or blue ink be closer? Blue. It'd make the beginning look 
more...animated to him, which might somehow prove beneficial later. 
The paper should be set in the middle to write on. The angle of 
the trash can was important, too. It had to be set at an angle to 
allow maximum efficiency in discarding paper... Now the utensils 
were in order. He glanced at them one last time, picked up a pen 
(blue ink), and with a few preliminary movements, set the point on 
the paper. Now he was ready. Here we go... 
"Was that door locked?" 
Well, he had to get up and make sure. Ater all, what if 
someone barged in right in the middle of one of his thoughts? It 
would be disastrous. He checked the answering machine again, too 
— just in case. OK, now he was ready. No more interruptions. 
He stared at the paper in front of him. One-hit wonder. Ha. 
Pretty soon this page would be full of words and he would be on his 
way to another successful novel. With the title and his name on 
the page, it didn't seem quite as empty anymore. He felt like he'd 
accomplished something. . .Yes sir, and after he had that first 
sentence written, everything would flow like water. . .Let's see. 
.this was a love story. How would a love story begin? 
It was hot. 
No, no, no. He'd been reading too much Tennessee Williams 
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lately. He crumpled the paper and tossed it with maximum 
efficiency into the perfectly angled trash can. Try again. OK, 
here we go. . . 
"Aren't the Cubs playing today?" He quickly dismissed that 
idea. Once that television set came on, he was finished. But now 
that he'd identified the television as a distraction, it seemed to 
loom menacingly in the corner. The ideas for the novel began to 
creep further back into the recesses of his memory, leaving in 
their wake a creative vacuum. Classic first symptoms of writer's 
block. Faint beads of perspiration began to form on his forehead. 
"Well, just remember it's always hardest to write the first 
sentence. Everyone says that. Don't panic." 
He closed his eyes as tightly as he could and strained to 
recall the ideas. Veins in his face and neck protruded like lines 
on a braille roadmap. . .OK, OK! So he had a writer's block! What 
do you expect after two years?. . .He wasn't worried. Much. 
...It's good that he got the block at the beginning. . .Yeah. Just 
think if he'd been right in the middle of the story and got one? 
So he was lucky in that respect. . .Besides, it's all 
psychological. You only have a writer's block if you allow 
yourself to. He'd developed a theory as to how to remove writer's 
blocks. He believed that if you completely cleared your mind of 
all thoughts, the most important ones — in this case, the story — 
would be the first to re-enter. He'd try it. He emptied his mind 
of everything — the door, the answering machine, romantic 
interludes, Tennessee Williams — everything. His mind was blank. 
Then it came to him. . . . 
"The Chicago Cubs are playing today." Forget that method. 
He wadded up the paper and tossed it into the perfectly angled 
trash can. He grabbed another one and quickly wrote the title and 
his name again. He wadded up that one and grabbed another. This 
time he wrote faster, as though if he wrote fast enough, he could 
smash through the block. Not completely unlike Chuck Yeager 
breaking the sound barrier. He hoped that if he wrote the title 
and his name fast enough, other words would slip out behind them 
before his mind had a chance to block them. After five valiant 
attempts, he realized it was futile. . .Maybe he'd just check and 
see what the score was. . .no. He was not going to leave that desk 
until he had the first chapter written. Yes sir, he was going to 
stay right there at that desk. . .no — let's make it the room. 
OK. He was not going to leave the room until the first chapter was 
finished. Yes sir, he'd be confined to that room. . .No let's make 
it the house. He was not going to leave the house. . .no. Too 
much freedom. He'd never finsh that way. No, he was going to stay 
in that room until he'd finished Chapter One. He'd thank himself 
later for being so hard on himself. 
Outside the room he would have been distracted. Too many 
things to get his attention out there. He was safe from 
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d i s t r a c t i ons  i n  t he  room.  .  .S i r ,  t he r e  was  t he  t e l ev i s i on .  .  .b u t  
i t  d idn ' t .  .  . bo the r  h im .  .  .So  wha t  i f  t he  Cubs  we re  p l ay ing?  
T h e re ' d  b e  o the r  games .  .  .So  wha t  i f  i t  wa s  t he  pennan t  r a ce?  
The r e ' d  b e  o the r  pe nna n t  r a ce s .  .  .  But  f o r  t he  Cubs? .  .  .D oe s n ' t  
ma t t e r .  Ge t  busy  on  t he  s t o ry .  
The  b l ank  s c r een  beckoned  t an t a l i z i ng ly  f rom ac ro s s  t he  room.  
The  one -ey ed  mons t e r  was  da r i ng  h im  t o  t u rn  i t  on .  I t  was  a  ba t t l e  o f  
w i l l s  now.  C ou ld  he  w i th s t a nd  t he  t o r t u r e  o f  t h i s  19"  demon?  Th e  
r emo te  con t r o l  un i t  was  i n  t he  t op  d r aw er  o f  t h e  de sk ,  so  he  wou ldn ' t  
even  have  t o  ge t  ou t  o f  h i s  cha i r  t o  t u rn  i t  on .  .  .  I t  was  p robab ly  
t he  t h i rd  i nn ing  b y  now.  Sandbu rg  w as  p robab ly  b a t t i ng  fo r  t he  s econd  
t i me  i n  t he  game .  H e ' d  p robab ly  wa lked  h i s  f i r s t  t ime  up .  He  was  
p rob ab l y  l ook ing  a t  a  2 -1  s l i de r  h igh  a nd  i n s ide .  .  .  S top .  Tha t ' s  i t .  
Fo rge t  t he  s t up id  game .  .  .A l though  he  cou ld  t u rn  i t  on  and  l e ave  t he  
vo lume  down .  A nd  he  w ou ld  o n ly  l ook  up  pe r i od i c a l l y  t o  check  t he  
s co r e .  .  .Or ,  he  cou ld  even  s t a r t  on  t he  s t o ry  a f t e r  t he  game .  Yeah .  
Th a t  w a y ,  h e ' d  have  a  ch an ce  t o  c l ea r  h i s  m in d  a nd  s t a r t  a ne w a f t e r  
t he  game .  A l l  o f  h i s  o r i g ina l  i dea s  w ou l d  be  back  by  t hen .  Ye s  s i r ,  
a s  soon  a s  t he  game  was  ove r ,  h e ' d  show the m h e  was n ' t  a  one -h i t  
wonde r .  A f t e r  t h a t  l a s t  ou t  was  made ,  h e ' d  ge t  r i gh t  b ack  t o  wor k .  
R igh t  a f t e r  t he  game .  .  .  and  m aybe  t he  f i r s t  coup l e  o f  m i n u t e s  o f  
" Dy n as ty "  — j u s t  l ong  enough  t o  s ee  i f  B lake  found  ou t  abou t  
Krys t l e ' s  ev i l  l ook -a l i ke .  .  .Y e s  s i r ,  t he n  he ' d  be  r e ady  t o  go .  .  .He  
cou ld  e ve n  wa i t  u n t i l  morn ing  i f  he  wan t ed .  A f t e r  a l l ,  i t  wasn ' t  l i k e  
he  had  some  dead l i ne  t o  mee t .  And  i t  w asn ' t  l i k e  he  hadn ' t  a l r e ady  
accompl i shed  some th ing .  He ' d  a l r e ady  come  up  w i th  t he  t i t l e  and  t he  
ba s i c  s t o r y l i ne .  So ,  f o r  a l l  i n t en t s  a nd  pu rpos e s ,  he  had  t he  ha rd  
pa r t  ou t  o f  t h e  way .  Now a l l  he  had  t o  do  w as  wr i t e  i t  ou t .  An d  he  
cou ld  s t a r t  t ha t  i n  t he  morn ing .  .  .Yeah ,  i n  t he  morn ing  he ' d  p robab ly  
have  f r e sh  i dea s .  .  .  
H e  opened  t he  d r awer  and  p i cked  up  t he  r emo te  con t ro l  un i t .  
He  ba l a nc ed  t h e  co l d  b lue  s t e e l  i n  t he  pa lm  o f  h i s  hand .  Coo l l y  
he  a imed  i t  a t  t h e  Sy l van i a  a c ro s s  t he  room .  Wi th  s t e ad i l y  
i nc r ea s ing  p r e s su re ,  he  t humbed  t he  bu t t on  mark ed  "ON."  Fo r  a  
sp l i t - s econd  he  cou l d  s e ns e  t he  i nv i s i b l e  w av es  t r ave l i ng  ac ro s s  
t he  room.  A  l i gh t  i n  t he  ch an n e l  i nd i ca to r  t o ld  h im  h i s  sh o t  had  
fo und  i t s  mark .  The  f ami l i a r  b lue  do t  i n  t he  midd l e  o f  t h e  s c r e e n  
s ea l ed  h i s  f a t e .  
( I n  t he  e t e rna l  s t r ugg l e  be t w e e n  m an  a nd  mach ine ,  c h a l k  up  ano the r  
w in  f o r  m ach in e . )  
R an d y  Sou the rn  
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CERTAIN P A R A D O X E S  
I t  was  a  b l ank  n igh t  on  a  de se r t  h ighway .  The  moun ta in s ,  
ba r r en  o f  vege t a t i on ,  cove red  on ly  w i th  r ocks ,  b locked  t he  s t a r s  
i n  t he  sou th .  E l s ew he re ,  t h e  s t a r s  w e re  b r i gh t ,  bu t  no  o t he r  
l i gh t  cou ld  b e  s een ,  ex cep t  t he  d im  i l l umina t i on  o f  my  head l i gh t s  
i n  f r on t  o f  me .  T i r ed  and  s l e epy ,  d r i v ing  a t  t h r ee  a .m .  was  
beg inn ing  t o  du l l  my  s en se s .  Ye t ,  somehow I  s t i l l  no t i c ed  t he  
mo v emen t  i n  t h e  b u shes  ahead  ano the r  500  f e e t .  I t  was  t he  
s l i gh t e s t  tw i t ch  i n  t he  b r anches ,  and  how  I  came  t o  no t i c e  i_ f c ,  I  
t hough t  wou ld  f o r eve r  be  a  mys t e ry .  I t  w as  a s  t hough  my  m i nd  was  
be ing  c a l l ed  t owards  i t—my  though t s  w e re  pu l l ed  t oge t he r  t o  
c e n t e r  on  t he  mo v emen t .  I t  s eemed  p l aced  i n  my  m i nd  f rom ou t s i de .  
S om eone  w as  c a l l i ng .  I  d ro v e  ahead ,  s l o w in g  down  so  I  wou ldn ' t  
m i s s  t he  spo t  on  t h e  s i de  whe re  t he  movemen t  w as .  The  tw i t ch ing  
had  s t opped ,  so  I  ha d  t o  keep  my  eye s  f ocused  o n  t he  bush .  
Nea r ing  i t ,  I  began  t o  pu l l  o v e r  on  t he  s i de .  S lowly ,  I  edged  o f f  
t he  road  on to  t h e  s a n d ,  t h en  sudden ly  t he  b u sh  tw i t ched  aga i n .  
The  c a r  s t opped ;  t he n  I  l ooked  be low  t he  b u sh  t o  t h e  s andy  e a r t h  
benea th  i t .  Th e r e  was  t he  movemen t—the  g r ound  i t s e l f  wa s  
v ib r a t i ng .  Gradua l l y ,  a s  i t  v ib r a t ed  f a s t e r  and  f a s t e r ,  l i ne s  o f  
s and  be ga n  t o  s i nk  i n to  c r ev i ce s  c r ea t ed  by  t he  move me n t .  A  shape  
was  f o rming  i n  t he  g round—t he  l i ne s  s p r ead ,  showi ng  an  ou t l i ne  o f  
l imbs - - two  wide  l eg s ,  t hen  two  w ide  a rms ,  and  a  head .  I t  was  
f o rming  a  body ,  and  f i na l l y  i t  p ee l ed  i t s e l f  s l owl y  f rom t he  r e s t  
o f  t he  g round ,  o f  wh ich  i t  had  been  a  pa r t .  I  h ad  a  f e e l i ng  o f  
f e a r ,  bu t  one  wh ic h  was  ove rcome  by  a  s ense  o f  cu r i o s i t y .  I  h ad  
t o  s ee  wha t  t h i s  was ,  and  hea r  i t s  message  t o  me .  I  a s sumed  i t  
had  s en t  t he  message .  
" I  am t he  s o u rce , "  I  hea rd  i n  m y  m ind .  
"Wa i t ! "  I  t hough t  ou t  l oud ,  co n fused ,  " I  d idn ' t  t h ink  t ha t . "  
" I  know y o u  d idn ' t ;  i t ' s  my  t hough t  i n j ec t ed  i n to  you r  m i nd , "  
I  hea r d  a ga i n .  Con fus ing  a s  i t  was ,  I  f i na l l y  r ea l i z ed  why  I  had  
two  s e t s  o f  t hough t s  i n  my  mind :  one  w as  my  own ,  and  t he  o the r  
was  t he  c r ea tu r e ' s ,  o r i g ina t i ng  ou t s i de  o f  my  m ind ,  bu t  b e in g  
t e l epa th i ca l l y  d i r ec t ed  t o  my  m ind .  
"Te l epa thy ! "  I  t hough t .  
"Tha t ' s  r i gh t , "  t he  c r ea tu r e  t hough t  i n  my  m ind .  "You  mus t  
l e a rn  t h i s ,  t oo , "  he  s a id  ( t e l ep a th i ca l l y ) .  
"T e l e pa t hy? "  
"Yes , "  
"Wha t  do  y o u  mean—too?"  I  f e l t  r i d i cu lous  hav ing  a  
conve r sa t i on  w i th  m yse l f ,  bu t  bo th  t hough t s  w e re  i n  my  m ind ,  s o  i t  
was  an  a c tu a l  d i a logu e .  
7 0  
"Y ou  mus t  l e a rn  s pac i a l  co -occupancy  o f  m a t t e r ,  a l so ,  and  how 
t o  pe r fo rm  i t  you r se l f . "  
"Yo u  mean  combin in g  tw o  subs t ances?"  
"Yes ,  you r se l f  and  ano the r  subs t ance—at  w i l l . "  
"Wai t  a  minu t e ! "  
"A nd  t ime - t r ave l . "  
"Now,  w a i t  a  m in u t e .  Be fo re  I  a sk  wha t  t h i s  i s  a l l  abou t . . .  
Yo u ' r e  o bv i ous l y  some  f o r e ign  c r ea tu r e  who ' s  go t  some  i dea  o f  
some th ing  hav ing  t o  do  w i th  some one .  bu t  why  t he  s pec i a l  i n t e r e s t  
i n  me?"  
"You  w i l l  l e a rn  t ha t  even tua l l y ,  a l so ,  bu t  I  canno t  t e l l  
you . "  
"Hmm."  I  l ooked  away  a t  t he  s t a r s  f o r  a  momen t ,  s u rp r i s ed  a t  
my  own  l a ck  o f  f e a r .  I n  t he  d e s e r t  t hey  w e r e  a lways  so  b r i gh t .  I  
t hough t  o f  how gaz ing  i n t o  t he  s t a r ry  sky  a lways  a roused  my  
i ma g ina t i on  o f  t h in g s  f a r  a wa y  and  t h ings  i nc r ed ib l e .  
Space - t r a ve l ,  t im e - t r ave l ,  b l ack  ho l e s ,  i n f i n i t y—th ings  
i n t a ng ib l e  o r  s eeming ly  so .  T h i s  w as  l i k e  some th in g  my  c r e a t i ve  
mind  wou ld  d r eam u p  i n  a  s c i en ce - f i c t i o n  s t o ry ,  ye t  t h i s  t ime  I  
was  t o  be  i n t eg r a l l y  i nvo l ve d . . . i n  some th ing  I  had  doub t s  abou t .  
I  t u rned  t owards  t h e  c r e a t u r e  aga in .  " H o w  can  I  l e a rn  a l l  t h i s ?  
a nd  w h y ? "  
"Are  you  n o t  t he  wor ld ' s  f o r emo s t  phys i c i s t ? "  
"Yes , "  I  s a id ,  "pu t t i ng  mo d es ty  a s i d e . "  
"Y ou  can  l e a rn  i t , "  t he  c r ea tu r e  s a id .  "As  f o r  why- - t r u s t  
me .  Wou l d  you  no t  de s i r e  t o  l e a rn  i t ,  e ve n  i f  t h e r e  we re  nc  
r ea son ,  be ing  o f  a  s c i en t i f i c  mind?"  
"You ' r e  r i gh t , "  I  s a i d .  
"Bes ide s , "  t h e  c r ea tu r e  con t i nued ,  " t e ach ing  y ou  by  t hough t  
r a t he r  t h an  words  w i l l  e f f ec t  m uch  qu i cke r  l e a rn ing .  Y ou  w i l l  
a l so  f i nd  my  mind  i s  ve ry  much  a t t uned  t o  you r s . "  He  paused .  
"Yo u  w i l l  l e a r n  qu i ck ly . "  
" I  gues s  I  mus t  t r u s t  you , "  I  s a id .  " I  d on ' t  know wha t  a  
c r ea tu r e  l i ke  you  cou ld  do  t o  me  i f  I  r e fu s ed . "  
"D on ' t  wor ry ,  I  w i sh  you  n o  ha rm .  Tha t  i s  no t  m y  m i s s io n .  
Co ns i de r  m e  a  f r i end . "  
Af t e r  a l l  t h i s ,  I  wa s  no t  su r e  how m uch  o f  t he  conve r sa t i on  I  
spoke  i n ,  o r  t hough t  i n .  I t  w as  e a s y  t o  l o se  t r a ck ,  bu t  I  wa s  
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s u r e  I  m u s t  h a v e  s p o k e n  s o m e ,  s i n c e  i t  w a s  s o  n a t u r a l  a  t h i n g  t o  
d o ,  e v e n  w h e n  r e s p o n d i n g  t o  a  t h o u g h t .  T h e  c r e a t u r e  a l w a y s  u s e d  
t e l e p a t h y .  
" I  m u s t , "  h e  s a i d ,  k n o w i n g  m y  t h o u g h t ,  " — y o u  c o u l d  n o t  h e a r  
m y  v o i c e . "  T h e  b r e e z e  p i c k e d  u p  a n d  b e g a n  t o  r u s t l e  t h e  t i n y  
l e a v e s  o f  t h e  d e s e r t  b u s h e s .  " C o m e ,  c o n t i n u e  w h e r e  y o u  w e r e  
g o i n g .  I  m u s t  g o  w i t h  y o u .  I  w i l l  b e c o m e  p a r t  o f  t h e  c a r - s e a t . "  
S o o n ,  i t  b e c a m e  o b v i o u s  t h a t  t h e  c r e a t u r e ,  w i t h  i t s  
t e l e p a t h i c  a b i l i t y ,  c o u l d  r e a d  m y  m i n d  a n y t i m e .  A  m e r e  t h o u g h t  i n  
m y  m i n d  w o u l d  b e  a n s w e r e d  b y  h i m  b e f o r e  a  q u e s t i o n  c o u l d  e v e n  b e  
f o r m e d .  A t  f i r s t ,  t h e  t h o u g h t  o f  a n y  p r i v a c y  b e i n g  i m p o s s i b l e  w a s  
a n n o y i n g ,  b u t  I  a i d  b e g i n  t o  s e e  t h a t  l e a r n i n g  f r o m  t h i s  c r e a t u r e  
w o u l d  b e  e x t r e m e l y  r a p i d ,  e s p e c i a l l y  c o n s i d e r i n g  t h e  t i m e s  w h e n  I  
w o u l d  n o t  e v e n  k n o w  h o w  t o  w o r d  m y  q u e s t i o n s — h e  w o u l d  a n s w e r  t h e m  
a n y w a y s ,  r i g h t  a w a y .  A n d  w h a t  h e  d i d  s a y ,  I  a l w a y s  u n d e r s t o o d .  
I t  s e e m e d  h e  w a s  t h e  b e s t  I ' d  e v e r  k n o w n  a t  c o m m u n i c a t i n g  i d e a s .  
T h e  o n l y  t i m e  I  h a d  q u e s t i o n s  w a s  w h e n  i t  w a s  c o n c e r n i n g  s o m e t h i n g  
h e  h a d n ' t  g o t t e n  t o ,  o r  e l s e  s o m e t h i n g  I  m e r e l y  f o r g o t .  
A s  w e  g o t  i n  t h e  c a r  h e  a g a i n  a n s w e r e d  w h a t  I  h a d  b e e n  
t h i n k i n g  a b o u t  m y  p r i v a c y  b e i n g  i n v a d e d .  " D o n ' t  w o r r y — n o t h i n g  
y o u  t h i n k  c a n  s u r p r i s e  m e .  I  k n o w  e v e r y t h i n g  y o u  w i l l  d o  f r o m  n o w  
u n t i l  I  l e a v e  y o u . "  
I  w a s  t e m p t e d  t o  t h i n k ,  " w h a t  i s  t h i s  g u y — s o m e  k i n d  o f  a l i e n  
p r o p h e t ? "  B u t  k n o w i n g  h e  w o u l d  a n s w e r  m e  a n y w a y ,  I  g o t  u s e d  t o  
d i r e c t i n g  m y  t h o u g h t s  t o  h i m ,  a s  l o n g  a  h e  w a s  t h e r e .  
" I ' m  n o t  r e a l l y  a  p r o p h e t ,  but I v.v - i  a l o t  a b o u t  y o u , "  h e  
s a i d .  " R e m e m b e r ,  t o o ,  t h a t  b e i n g  a  t i m e - t r a v e l l e r ,  k n o w i n g  w h a t  
y o u  w i l l  d o  s h o u l d  n o t  b e  t o o  s u r p r i s i n g . "  
" O k a y ,  h o w  m a n y  t i m e s  w i l l  I  b l i n k  m y  h e a d l i g h t s  i n  t h e  n e x t  
m i n u t e ? "  I  a s k e d  h i m ,  c u r i o u s l y  t e s t i n g  w h a t  h e  s a i d ,  e v e n  t h o u g h  
I  f i g u r e d  t h a t  t h i s  m i g h t  a s  w e l l  b e  p o s s i b l e  f o r  h i m ,  t o o .  
" Y o u ' r e  m o r e  l o g i c a l  t h a n  t h a t , "  h e  s a i d .  " Y o u ' v e  s t u d i e d  
t i m e  a n d  p r e d i c t i o n s .  Y o u  k n o w  i f  I  s a i d  h o w  m a n y  t i m e s  y o u  w o u l d  
b l i n k  t h e m ,  y o u ' d  j u s t  d o  s o m e t h i n g  d i f f e r e n t . "  
" Y o u ' r e  r i g h t , "  I  s a i d ,  s e e i n g  t h a t  h e  d i d  n o t  s t u m b l e  a t  
w h a t  n o w  s e e m e d  l i k e  a  f o o l i s h  s u g g e s t i o n  o n  m y  p a r t .  
" B u t ,  I  c a n  w r i t e  i t  d o w n ,  a n d  s h o w  y o u  a f t e r w a r d s . "  H e  
o p e n e d  t h e  g l o v e  c o m p a r t m e n t  w i t h  w h a t  m u s t  h a v e  b e e n  h i s  h a n d .  
I t  w a s  a t  t h e  e n d  o f  h i s  a r m ,  a n y w a y .  H e  t o o k  a  p e n  a n d  a  p i e c e  
o f  s c r a t c h  p a p e r  f r o m  a  p a d  t h a t  h a d  b e e n  c r e a s e d  s i t t i n g  b e t w e e n  
m y  c a s s e t t e - t a p e s ,  a n d  c l o s e d  t h e  g l o v e  c o m p a r t m e n t .  " O k a y , "  h e  
s a i d ,  a f t e r  w r i t i n g  a  n u m b e r  I  c o u l d n ' t  s e e .  
A f t e r  b l i n k i n g  t h e  l i g h t s  e l e v e n  t i m e s ,  h e  s h o w e d  m e  t h e  
n u m b e r  h e  h a d  w r i t t e n .  
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"Incredible," I said, "but I guess I didn't really doubt it 
anyways." 
I started to concentrate on where I was going. 
"One more thing—" he said, "telepathy does have a limit as 
far as the distance between us goes. You'll learn that...." 
"I just did," I said. 
"But also why, of course. Anyway, at your finest development 
of the skill, which will equal mine, we'll not be able to 
communicate at distances over 500 feet from each other." 
"152.4 meters," I thought. 
"See, you are quick. This will help you learn even quicker," 
the creature said. "Your natural intelligence also...your I.Q., 
347 is it not?" 
"That's my estimate—no one can devise a test for it." 
"That's because there are none higher." 
"Okay, with my intelligence and your ability to teach me, 
maybe I can learn all this... I read 100,000 words per minute, 
and have a photographic memory if that helps." 
"100,000—that's true, and that only because you can't turn 
the pages faster." 
"With my page-flipper, I can get up to 250,000 but any faster 
and the pages would rip. But, with my moving-microfilm projector 
I can project more than one page at a time, seven times per 
second. With that and small print, I guess I could get up to 
seven and a half million or more, with full comprehension." 
"True, but I'11 be teaching you everything anyways. Besides, 
none of it's in books, yet." 
Being the foremost chemist, biologist, and astronomer besides 
physicist, I was known as a physicist since it was my major field 
of knowledge. I wasn't too modest to realize that if anyone would 
be able to learn all .this, 1 would. But I knew there was one 
thing that could stop me. That was exhaustion, and I was so tired 
from driving that I just wanted to get home. The creature knew 
this and didn't try to teach me then. 
I lived quite a long ways from the Scientific Association's 
Convention Center, but I preferred to drive. I was fairly close 
to home this night, so I didn't stop at a hotel. 
My S.A.C. 132 Annual Report was sitting next to me on the 
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s ea t ,  o r  t h e  c r ea tu r e ,  w h o  h ad  t r an s fu sed  i n t o  t he  s e a t  when  a  
pa s s ing  c a r  a pp r oa c hed .  A l l  r ay  speeches  ha d  been  i n s t an t l y  
t r an sc r i bed  i n s i de  t he  r epo r t ,  wh ich  a l so  i nc luded  any  o t he r  
i n fo rma t i on  c onc e rn i ng  t he  conven t i on .  
My eye s  had  go t t e n  ve ry  heavy ,  so  t he  c r ea tu r e  o f f e r ed  t o  
d r i v e .  "How can  y ou ,  w i th  n o  f i nge r s ,  and  a rms  made  ou t  o f  d i r t ?  
Anyway ,  c an ' t  y o u  change  i n to  som e th ing  more  p l ea sa n t  t o  look  a t ? "  
I  a sked .  
" I  c an ' t  change  t o  my  no rma l  s e l f , "  he  s a id .  "As  f o r  
some th ing  d i f f e r en t ,  i t  ha s  t o  b e  some th ing  t ha t  a l r e a dy  ex i s t s ,  
w i th in  t he  v i c in i t y  o f  cou r se .  Bu t  I  t h ink  I  can  work  ou t  a  f ew  
f i nge r s  t o  h o ld  t he  wh ee l .  I n  f a c t ,  I  know  I  c an . "  
"Do n ' t  wor ry  abou t  anyone  s ee ing  me , "  he  s a id  a l so .  " I t ' s  s o  
d a rk ,  a l l  t hey ' l l  s ee  i s  t he  head l i gh t s . "  
Wh e n  we  go t  home ,  t h e  c r ea tu r e  woke  me  up ,  and  w e  bo th  
r e t i r ed  fo r  t he  even ing .  I  r ode  my  open  e l eva to r  t o  t he  uppe r  
ba l cony ,  wh i l e  t h e  c r ea tu r e  wen t  t o  h i s  g u es t  roo m on  t he  mi dd l e  
f l oo r .  I  was  s t a r t i ng  t o  ge t  u sed  t o  no t  ne e d ing  t o  t e l l  h im  
whe re  t o  go ,  s i nce  he ,  o f  c ou r se ,  kne w a l r e ady ,  bu t  t h i s  t ime  I  
was  so  t i r ed  I  j u s t  f o rgo t .  
By  morn ing ,  I  was  down  i n  t he  k i t chen  on  t he  f i r s t  f l oo r ,  
p r epa r ing  my  b r eak fa s t .  As  I  opened  t he  r e f r i ge r a to r  d o o r  f o r  
some  mi lk ,  t he  r o l l  o f  a l uminum f o i l  nex t  t o  i t  opened ,  and  t he  
f o i l  un ra ve l l e d  and  c r i nk l ed  up  i n  t he  a i r .  
"G o o d  morn ing ! "  I  hea rd  i n  my  m ind .  
"Do  you  have  t o  s t a r t l e  me  l i k e  t ha t ? "  I  a sked  h im .  
"You  know I  cou ld  t r an s fu se  i n t o  a  cha i r  o r  s o me th in g ,  bu t  i f  
I  wan t  t o  move ,  i t ' s  go t  t o  be  s ome t h i ng  p l i ab l e . "  
"Wel l—when  do  I  s t a r t  l e a rn ing  t h i s  s t u f f ? "  I  a s ked .  
I n s t an t l y  my  mind  was  f i l l ed  wi th  a  dozen  t heo r i e s  conce rn ing  t he  
na tu r e  o f  ma t t e r  and  r e l a t ed  t op i c s ,  a l l  r e ad i l y  unde r s tood .  
Spac i a l  co -occupancy  o f  ma t t e r  was  my  f i r s t  l e s s on .  
We  wen t  ove r  t h e  f a c t  t ha t  mor e  t han  one  ob j ec t  c an  occupy  
t he  same  spa c e ,  s i nce  ma t t e r  i s  mos t l y  space  an y way .  I  h ad  t o  
have  de l i c a t e  enough  con t ro l  ove r  my  a t oms  t o  be  ab l e  t o  p l ace  
t hem i n  be tween  and  i n to  t he  a toms  o f  ano the r  ob j ec t .  
"Th e  t r i ck , "  he  s a id ,  " i s  s imp ly  t o  have  de l i c a t e  enough  
con t r o l  o f  you r se l f ,  and  no t  so  m uch  a  spec i a l  know ledge .  I  need  
t o  t e ach  t ha t  co n t ro l . "  
A f t e r  a  ha l f -hou r ,  m y  f i r s t  t e s t  w as  t o  pu t  my  f i nge r  i n to  
t he  t ab l e .  I  s e t  my  f i nge r  on  t he  t ab l e ' s  su r f ace ,  and  
concen t r a t i ng  ha rd ,  I  pushed  un t i l  i t  f i na l l y  wen t  i n t o  t he  t ab l e .  
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"Wai t !  Wa i t ,  i t ' s  s t uck !  I  c a n ' t  ge t  i t  ou t , "  I  ye l l e d .  
"Don ' t  pan i c ,  p l e a s e .  The re ' s  n o  need  t o  pa n i c .  J u s t  
r eve r s e  t h e  p rocedu re . "  
Ev en tu a l l y  I  go t  my  f i nge r  ou t  and  con t i nued  t o  d ev e lo p  m y  
s k i l l .  Soon ,  I  was  ab l e  t o  l e a rn  o t h e r  t h i ngs .  The  c r ea tu r e  
w i se ly  t augh t  m e  t e l e pa thy  t he  be s t  way  t h a t  h e  cou ld— th rough  
expe r i ence .  Grad ua l l y ,  I  l e a rned  i t  w i thou t  knowing  i t .  I  had  
be en  u s ing  i t  w i th  h im  a s  m uch  a s  he  w i th  me .  I t  was  d i f f i cu l t  t o  
t e s t  my  a c tua l  s k i l l ,  t hough ,  because  t he  c r ea tu r e  wou ld  a lways  
r e spond  be fo r e  I  cou ld  f o rmu la t e  a  s e n t e nc e  i n  my  m ind .  He  
r eminded  me  t h a t  i n  u s ing  t e l epa thy ,  w i th  o the r s ,  t hough  i t  wou ld  
be  pos s ib l e ,  I  wou ld  ha ve  more  d i f f i cu l t y  becaus e  o f  t h e  d i f f e r en t  
deg ree s  o f  b e ing  a t t u ne d  t o  o t h e r  p eo p l e .  
I n  a  f ew  days ,  I  h ad  l e a rned  eve ry th ing  excep t  t im e - t r a ve l ,  
and  was  r e ady  t o  t e s t  my  t e l epa thy  on  someone  be s ide s  t he  
c r ea t u r e .  We  wa lked  down  t he  s t ep s  f rom t he  uppe r  den  whe re  we  
had  been  s t udy ing ,  t he  c r ea tu r e  s t i l l  i n  t he  fo rm  o f  a luminum 
f o i l .  I  had  ye t  t o  c l ean  up  t he  mes s  o f  d i r t  h e  had  l e f t  i n  t he  
k i t chen  f rom  h i s  t r an s f e r  t o  t he  f o i l .  
On  ou r  l a s t  s t ep  t o  t he  ma in  f l oo r ,  I  spo t t e d  t he  c a t  runn ing  
ac ro s s  t he  f a r  s i de  o f  t h e  room.  "Le t ' s  t r y  t he  c a t , "  I  
sugges t ed .  
"T ha t  won ' t  w o rk , "  h e  s a i d .  " I t ' s  ha r d  enough  t o  ge t  a t t une d  
t o  o the r  p eo p ] e ! "  
"Ye ah ,  I  gues s  I  shou ld  have  known  t ha t , "  I  s a id .  I  f e l t  a  
l i t t l e  l e s s  smar t  t han  I  a c tua l l y  was ,  f o r  a  momen t ,  bu t  I  qu i ck ly  
f o r go t  abou t  i t .  
"Le t ' s  t r y  som eone  f rom whe re  you  work , "  h e  s a id .  
The  c r e a t u r e  spoke  t o  me  on  t he  road  t o  t he  Resea r ch  Cen t e r :  
"We ' l l  t r y  you  ou t  on  F r e d  Me tzge r ,  t h e  m a t hem a t i c i a n . "  
"Th i s  ough t  t o  be  good .  B u t—wh a t  nex t ? "  
"T ime- t r ave l ,  o f  cou r se . "  
I  he s i t a t ed  fo r  a  s econd .  
" I  know . . .  You ' r e  wor r i ed  abou t  t he  t heo r i e s . "  
"The re  a r e  j u s t  so  many  d i f f e r en t  t he o r i e s  abou t  t ime - t r ave l ,  
ye t  eve ry  one  o f  t hem s e e ms  pa r adox i ca l  a t  some  po in t .  Can  
h i s t o ry  b e  ch an g ed ?  Can  t he  f u tu r e?  I 'm  a  l e a rned  man ,  f o r  su r e ,  
. . . mean ing  I  know a l l  t he  t he o r i e s ,  bu t  t ime - t r ave l  ha s  neve r  been  
pe r fo rme d .  S ince  t ha t ' s  t r u e ,  how can  we  know wh i c h  t heo ry  i s  
c o r r e c t ?  And  s i nce  e ach  t heo ry  i s  pa r adox i ca l ,  how can  any  o f  
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them be?" 
"John, John," he said, "there are certain paradoxes which 
will remain so, in spite of speculation and experimentation. 
Certain paradoxes will become accepted as the nature of 
things—not a way of perceiving things, but the essence of the 
things themselves." 
"So some theoretical problems will never be resolved?" 
"Only in a paradox. And an experience with one of these 
things may create a paradox. So what? We must accept these 
things." 
"You're my teacher," 1 said. "You've taught me a lot." 
"And. 
"And...I guess I will understand this eventually, maybe." 
"You will come closer. Anyways, don't worry. I don't want 
to change the course of events, or interfere with history. Nor do 
I wish for you to. 
"Well, here we are." 
We got out of the car and walked up to the building. "What 
should I think to him?" I asked. 
"Whatever you want. Don't let him see you at first, though." 
We took the elevator to the seventh floor and walked into a 
hallway off to the side. It was late evening, so we weren't seen 
by anyone. Otherwise someone might have thought it strange to see 
a long piece of foil wrinkling his way down the hall. I would 
have held him except for the weight. 
From behind a corner by a medium-sized room, we could see 
Fred studying an enormous looking mathematical problem. I could 
hear him think! He seemed very frustrated by his inability to 
find the solution. I studied it for a moment, and planted a 
thought in his mind: "You need the seventh root, not the eighth." 
He looked at it for a moment, then turned around, sensing 
something unusual about this idea. 
He turned to the board again. "The seventh root. That's 
it!" He looked back. "who said that?" He turned back to the 
board: "it must be a revelation!" 
"Hey, give me credit," I thought to him. As he turned 
around, I allowed him to see me. 
"Was that you?" he asked. "It was like a thought, but it 
wasn't my own." 
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"It was telepathy," I told him. "I can do it now." 
"How? Where did you learn it?" 
The creature around the corner nudged my back. "You'll tell 
him later." 
"I'll tell you later; I need to go." 
"Well," the creature said, "time-travel is all that remains. 
After that, I will leave soon." 
"Will I see you again?" 
"I'll see you after your flight." 
"What flight?" 
"You forgot to check the news bulletin. They're having some 
tests over the desert. You're supposed to be there." 
"I'm glad you told me. Is that next week?" 
"Yes, it's scheduled for Tuesday." 
"What will we be testing?" 
"Parachutes." 
"Oh, that's great," I said sarcastically. 
"Not whether they work or not, but the amount of drag versus 
altitude. It's a new material." 
"Oh, so what now?" 
"Let's go home; I'm tired." 
"You're tired?" 
"Yes, even foil gets tired. We'll begin in the morning. You 
will be finished by the time of your flight." 
The next few days were filled with intriguing lessons. I was 
taught how to travel in time without any apparatus—just myself. 
I learned that one's place in time is not fixed, but dependent on 
an overall perspective of time which no one person could have. It 
could be changed by one's own will power if he knew how to combine 
it with his mental power. "So what is the nature of time?" I 
asked him once. 
"Time is only felt by those who are aware of it—living 
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c r ea tu r e s .  And  a s  a  un i t y  t ha t  a f f ec t s  a nd  i s  a f f ec t ed  by  
c r ea tu r e s  i t  can  be  con t ro l l ed  by  c r ea tu r e s ,  bu t  on ly  by  t he  
h ig h ly  i n t e l l i gen t  who  know how t o  do  i t . "  
"We l l ,  i t ' s  no  w onde r  you '  r e  ab l e  t o  t r ave l  i n  t ime .  You ' r e  
much  m o re  i n t e l l i gen t  t h an  I  am. "  
" D on ' t  b e  t oo  su r e , "  h e  s a id ,  " I  j u s t  l e a rned  i t  be fo r e  you  
d id .  I  was  t augh t ,  a l so . "  
T uesday  morn ing  we  d rove  t o  t he  Resea r ch  Ce n t e r ' s  a i r po r t .  
On  t h e  way ,  I  a sked  t he  c r ea tu r e ,  "Shou ldn ' t  we  t e s t  i t —t i me  
t r av e l—to  make  s u r e  I  can  do  i t . "  
"We  c an ' t  t e s t  i t , "  t he  c r ea tu r e  s a id .  "Y o u  m i gh t  mes s  
some t h i ng  up . "  
" L ik e  wha t ? "  
"Co lumbus '  b i r t hda t e ,  f o r  example ,  t h e  i ndus t r i a l  r evo lu t i on ,  
t he  i nven t i on  o f  l a s e r s ,  w h o  knows?  Bes ide s ,  you  can  do  i t 1  
Fina l l y  we  go t  t o  t he  a i r po r t  and  I  go t  on  t he  p l ane .  The  
c r ea tu r e  s t aye d  on  t he  g round  ou t  o f  s i g h t .  As  we  t ook  o f f ,  1^  
cou ld  ba r e ly  he a r  h i s  pa r t i ng  t hough t :  " I ' v e  f i n i shed  m y  m i s s ion .  
Remember  wha t  I ' v e  t augh t  you . "  
As  we  a s cended ,  I  t r i ed  t o  r e s pond  bu t  w as  ou t  o f  r ange .  I t  
was  a s  i f  he  had  c a l cu l a t ed  i t  t h a t  way .  I  f e l t  a  b i t  o f  
d i s i l l u s io n men t .  I  f e l t  co n fu sed  and  l o s t ,  because  o f  t h i s  sudden  
pa r t i ng .  He  s a i d  he  wou ld  s ee  me  a f t e r w a r d ,  bu t  h i s  goodbye  
so u n d ed  so  f i na l .  " Was  t h e r e  r e a l l y  a  po in t  t o  i t  a l l ? "  I  
wonde red .  
I  began  pu t t i ng  on  t he  t e s t  su i t  and  soon  one  o f  t h e  o the r  
men  mo t ioned  t o  me .  I  g o t  up  f rom t he  s i de  o f  t h e  p l ane  whe r e  I  
had  been  s i t t i ng .  
"We ' r e  r e ady  f o r  you ,  Jo hn .  You  c an  j ump  an y  t ime . "  I  
p r i v i l eged .  The  man  w h o  p r epa red  t he  pa r a c hu t e  was  s econd  i n  I .Q .  
on ly  t o  myse l f .  
I  j u mpe d  ou t  o f  t h e  p l an e  and  f o r  a  f e w  mo me n t s  e n j oye d  t he  
exh i l e r a t i on  o f  f r e e - f a l l .  I  l ooked  b e l o w  and  s aw  t h e  f a mi l i a r  
a r ea  o f  d e se r t  l and .  I  had  j u s t  t r ave l ed  t ha t  road  t h r ee  weeks  
e a r l i e r .  
F ina l l y ,  i t  was  t im e  t o  pu l l  t he  co rd ,  and  pu l l  I  d id ,  a l l  
t he  way  ou t  un t i l  I  s aw  t he  end  t ha t  had  b een  cu t .  Momen ta r i l y ,  
f e a r  r ep l aced  ange r  a s  I  sped  t oward  t he  g round .  I t  l ooked  ha rde r  
f rom the  a i r ,  no t  l i k e  t he  so f t  s and  I  w as  u sed  t o  s ee ing  f rom t h e  
g round .  
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T h en  I  r emembered  t he  c r ea t u r e ' s  p a r t i n g  words  and  i n  t he  
mids t  o f  my  f e a r  t he r e  w as  a  comfo r t ab l e  knowledg e  t ha t  I  f i na l l y  
unde r s t ood  t h e  pu rpose  o f  i t  a l l .  Now I  r e a l i z ed  wha t  I  had  t o  
do .  As  t h e  g round  came  w i th in  a  f ew  f e e t  o f  my  f a l l i ng  body ,  I  
p r epa red  f o r  impac t .  A t  t h a t  po in t ,  I  t r an s fu sed  i n to  t he  g round  
t o  avo id  be ing  sp l a t t e r ed .  
Shake n ,  I  l a i d  t he r e  f o r  a  f ew  min u t e s  i n  t he  g round .  The  
f o i l  c r ea tu r e  w as  t he r e  by  t he  b u s h .  "Y o u  made  i t . "  he  s a id  w i th  
a  s i gh  o f  r e l i e f .  
"Wha t?  Y o u ' r e  t he r e ! "  X  t hough t .  
" I  t o l d  y o u  I ' d  s ee  you  a f t e r  you r  f l i g h t . "  
"So  t h i s  was  t h e  p u rp o se  o f  i t  a l l ? "  
"To  s av e  y o u r  l i f e ,  ye s . "  
"Bu t  wha t  abou t  t he  t e l epa thy  and  t ime - t r ave l ? "  
The  f o i l  t ook  a  s t ep  back ,  and  be ga n  mo v in g .  Sudden ly ,  t o  my  
su rp r i s e ,  a  man  s t a r t e d  t o  come  ou t  o f  i t .  
"So  you ' r e  on ly  human?"  I  a sked ,  bu t  r e ce ived  no  ans wer .  He  
co n t i n u ed  t o  come  ou t  and  f i na l l y  I  ga sped .  "You ' r e  me! "  X 
exc l a im ed .  
"You ,  b u t  t h r ee  weeks  o l de r . "  
" Now I " m  more  con fu sed . "  
"Y ou  shou ldn ' t  be .  L o o k  a t  i t  f r o m my  p e r spec t i ve .  You  know 
I  can  t r ave l  i n  t ime .  I 'm  j u s t  v i s i t i ng  myse l f  t h r ee  weeks  
e a r l i e r  t o  show y o u  how t o  e scape  you r  dea th  l i ke  I  d id . "  
"Bu t  wha t  abou t  t he  t e l e pa thy?  
"Look  a t  y o u r se l f . "  He  s t opped ,  
phys i ca l l y— t h i nk  o f  you r  pos i t i on ,  
you  t h ink  X  e scaped  dea th?  My f u tu r e  
"Then ,  i t ' s  a  cyc l e?  How d id  h e  
" H i s  f u tu r e  s e l f  t augh t  h im . "  
" I t  mus t  have  begun  somewhere . "  
"Maybe—but  how can  one  dec ide?"  
"How do  y o u  r e s o lve  t he  f a c t  t ha t  t h e r e  a r e  two  o f  u s? "  
"The re  a r e  ce r t a i n  pa r adoxes  t ha t  r e fu se  t o  b e  r e so lved . "  
t hen  con t i nued .  "No t  
I s n ' t  i t  f ami l i a r ?  H ow  do  
s e l f  came  and  t augh t  m e . "  
know ?"  
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"So my future self comes back in time to save me from death after 
I would have already died." 
"...had he not come back to teach you, and his future self to 
teach him... " 
"Then I guess at this point you can explain it no better than 
I can." 
"True. But, it may never be possible to explain. Well, I 
must go. I've got a score to settle." 
"Wait. One more question—why couldn't you tell me you were 
me?" 
"If you knew that, you might have behaved differently. 
History might have been changed." 
"But what about what you did? And what you said—you didn't 
want to change the course of events or interfere with history?" 
"But I didn't interfere! It was already historical, because 
it happened to mel " 
I was quiet for a full minute and finally I said, "I guess 
you're right." 
"Well, I've got to go"; he said as he faded back to the 
future, "now it's your turn." 
He was right. Three weeks ago, I would be driving by. From 
here on I knew what I had to do. 
"Two weeks, six days and nine hours back in time ought to do 
it," I thought. 
I began shaking in the ground, waiting for the next pair of 
headlights to come over the horizon. 
THE END 
Kevin Moritz 
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